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POEMS. 



DECEMBEE. 



The autumn pauses in the vale, 
And looking on the hill so drear, 
Shivers to hear the waning year 

Bring whispers of a winter tale. 

The cattle on the meadow bare 
Look wistfully across the way, 
To where the burdened corn-stalks sway, 

In silence longing to be there. • 

And see the patient, fleecy herd. 
Tread close upon the farmer's heels. 
Who understands their mute appeals — 

Each look is an unspoken word. 

A lonely bird upon the wing, 
Sails swiftly through the chilling air, 
Seeking a summer landscape where, 

When warmed and rested, it may sing. 

2 (9) 



10 • DECEMBER. 

The poplar's leaves like gold that turned 
Beneath October's silver frost, 
Upon the passing breeze are tossed, 

As though the limbs their garments spurned. 

The generous oak its robe has spread 
O'er grass and seeds to keep them warm, 
And ready stands to breast the storm, 

With naked arms and crownless head. 

Standing in basements warm, and low, 
The oleander droops its leaves. 
Waiting until the winter weaves 

Its last white coverlet of snow. 

The ivy clambering up the wall. 
Defies the finger of decay, 
And greener seems to grow each day, 

For crisping frosts that on it fall. 

The morning wore upon its face 
A double veil of cloud and smoke ; 
At noon the gloomy covering broke, 

And struggling smiles stole in ita place. 

The evening sky is streaked with red, 
The fiery tracks left by the sun. 
Gone where a day has just begun : 

The modest moon comes in his stead. 

The fire sends out a ruddy glow, 
With now and then a fitful flame ; 
The wind's wild whistling is the same 

That heralds oft a coming snow. 



DECEMBER. * 11 

Ah 1 winter has its joy and woe : 

What matters it in princely home, 

Whether the storm or sunshine come ? 
No difference the inmates know. 

Through dens of poverty hard by, 
The blast drives keen and pitiless, 
Where childhood moans in helplessness, 

Perishing, and relief so nigh ! 

Alas I for those whose garments thin 
No comfort to the body give — 
'Tis almost strange God lets them live — 

Is this the heritage of sin ? 

tell me not that infant feet, 

All bare and purple with the cold, 

Shall pause by windows bright with gold. 

And vain their cry of want repeat I 

Where God has smiled upon his land, 

And well repaid the sons of toil, 

For labor spent upon the soil. 
Reach forth to need a helping hand. 

At home let charity diffuse 

In hovels low its blessed light. 

Till morning shall emerge from night, 
And famine gaunt its scepter lose. 

Think not when this sweet task is done. 

To shut thy heart and stay thy hand, 

While sufferers in a Southern land 
Appeal to thee in piteous tone. 



12 LORA. 

** Survivors of a conquered race," 
How bitterly I feel your smart, 
How sweet if I might but impart 

Hope's glimmer to one haggard face ! 

Alas I the hand is powerless, bare. 
That fain would clasp you in to-day ; 
A heart that seems half wept away. 

Goes with its gift of love and prayer. 



LORA. 

Yestee-eve, when sunset hour 

Tinged with gold the clouded west, 
Lora sat within her bower — 

Withered rose-buds decked her breast. 
Pale as lily was her brow ; 

From her cheek the rose had fled : 
" I will not forget my vow," 

Murmured she, "though thou art dead." 

AVillie, thou art in the grave : 

Ah I I saw them lay thee low ; 
Sweetest flowers above thee wave. 

Flowers I planted long ago. 
Long ago to me it seems ; 

Months have lengthened into years ; 
And the moments that have passed 

Might be numbered by my tears. 



LORA. 18 



To thy grave young Autumn sped, 

Richly crowned with golden sheaves, 
Lingering till she decked thy bed 

With her tribute of dead leaves ; 
Singing then a mournful dirge 

O'er the loved and early dead, 
Sighing Autumn fled her throne. 

With a bare and crownless head. 

The stern Winter came apace, 

Stopping every streamlet's flow ; 
And upon thy resting-place 

Spread a coverlet of snow. 
Soon his icy reign was o'er; 

Low he bowed his head in death ; 
And the snow dissolved in tears, 

'Neatly the gentle Spring's first breath. 

Then, above thee, early flowers 

Shed their fragrance on the air ; 
And the last of smiling May 

Boses bloomed I planted there ; 
And these buds upon my breast, 

From the rose-tree at thy head. 
Tell of hopes that made me blest — 

Hopes now blighted, withered, dead. 

Yet to me one hope is left, 
And it soothes my aching breast : 

Soon, yes, soon they'll lay me low — 
Lay me by thy side to rest. 



14 GOD IN NATURE. 

Soon I'll meet thee, Willie dear, 
On the far-off, deathless shore, 

Where ambrosial breezes blow, 
Where the crystal waters pour. 

Sunset hour has come again, 

And the last, soft, lingering raj 
Rests upon a new-made grave ; 

Loth it seems to pass away. 
And a simple line is traced 

On the marble at its head — 
May it never be effaced ! — 

** Lora and her love are wed.'' 



GOD IN NATURE. 

The murmuring stream that gently rolls 

In graceful ripples by, 
Still bearing in its crystal breast 

An image of the sky, 

Tells me there is a God. 

The broad and ever-changing sheet. 
Or green, or wreathed with snow, 

That gayly glides the sea to meet, 
In all its graceful flow". 

Tells me there is a God. 



GOD IN -NATURE. 16 

The white-capped wayes on ocean's breast, 

That rise with maddening roar, 
And roll their mountain-billows out 

In rage to lash the shore, 

Tell me there is a God. 

The pearly drops that nightly fall 

To fill the floweret's cup, 
And, tranced with beauty, lingering stay 

Till sunbeams kiss them up, 

Tell me there is a God. 

The little coral-tinted shell, 

Glistening upon the shore. 
Still holds the echo of the sea, 

And chants the ocean's roar, 

Telling me there's a God. 

The balmy zephyrs of the night. 

That wave each blade of grass. 
And from their light ethereal wings 

Shed music as they pass. 

Tell me there is a God. 

The whirlwind's strong, relentless breath. 

That fells the giant tree. 
That rides upon the storm-cloud's crest 

And rules the helpless sea. 

Tells me there is a God. 

The gorgeous silver-tinted cloud, 

That waves its plume on high, 
And, wafted on the zephyr's wing, 

Spreads out athwart the sky, 

Tells mc there is a God, 



16 GOD IN ffATDRB. 

The cloud that wreathes the storm-king's brow, 

Scattering wail and woe, 
AVith thunders pealing from its breast, 

Illumed with lightning's glow, 

Tells me there is a God. 

The pale and gentle queen of night. 

That hangs her lamp on high, 
Surrounded by those glittering orbs. 

The watchers in the sky. 

Tells me there is a God. 

The golden-sceptered god of day. 
That makes the sky his throne, 

That blinds the astral throng on high. 
And rules the day alone, 

Tells me there is a God. 

The wretched sinner's fearful wail, 

Nearing the realms of woe, 
AVhere his lost spirit soon will join 

The wretched throng below. 

Tells me there is a God. 

The dying Christian's shout of joy. 

When from the opening sky 
An angel-throng descends to earth 

To bear his soul on high, 

Tells me there is a God. 

The immortal mind that dwells within 

This casket weak and frail. 
Soars up, and with the eye of faith 

Oft penetrates the veil. 

And tells me there's a God. 



RESIGNATION — NELLIE. 17 

RESIGNATION. 

Fold the white hands 

Upon the still breast ; 
Sweet be her slumber — 

Untroubled her rest. 
The light of the soul 

Has fled from the eje ; 
The spirit has gone 

To its home in the sky. 
Earth nourished no flower 

More loyely than she, 
Now blooming in heaven 

So spotless and free. 
I will not lament thee, 

Thou beautiful one; 
My heart gently whispers, 

"Let God's will be donel" 



NEILIE. 



I KNOW that "grove" in the "woodland deep" 

Is a sacred spot to thee. 
Where dew-gemmed flowers seem to weep, 

And birds make minstrelsy. 

But " Nellie" sleeps not in the grave ! — 

An angel in the sky, 
She has returned to God who gave, 

And lives, no more to die. 
2* 



18 NELLIE. 

No shadow darkened her ** pure brow," 
No grief her young heart knew ; 

She bloomed in innocence below, 
A lily bathed in dew. 

An angel sent to earth a while, 

To lead some heart aboye,— 
The Saviour beckoned with a smile, 

And clasped the wandering dove. 

A cloud oft comes from childhood grief 

To darken manhood years, 
And saddened hearts oft seek relief 

In shedding bitter tears. 

Ah, yes, they live in memory, 
The friends of by-gone hours, 

When life seemed made of melody. 
Of sunlight, love, and flowers. 

Through life, the heart most fondly clings 

To loved ones in the tomb ; 
While " hope, sweet hope,'' a promise brings 

Its portals to illume ; 

And whispers to thee, " Not for aye 

Will darling 'Nellie' sleep. 
But rise and soar to heaven away. 

Where loved ones never weep." 

Then wish no more each tear you shed 
" For her might be the last:" 

In heaven you'll meet the early dead. 
When earthly toils are past: 



LINDA. 19 

Where "Nellie's" yoice, though hushed so long. 

Will greet your listening ears: 
She'll sing to you an angel-song, 

And wipe away your tears. 



LINDA. 

The dew-drops are kissing the flowers, 
The moon sheds a soft mellow light : 

How wearily pass the long hours I 
He promised to meet me to-night. 

The billows, with foam-wreathed crest, 
Grouch lovingly down on the shore, 

Like a babe on its mother's breast ; 
But I listen in yain for the oar. 

The star-gems that spangle the sky 
Look dreamily up from the sea : 

Like guardian sentinels nigh, 
Keeping love's vigil with me. 

He promised to meet me to-night ; 

I list for the tones of his lute, 
The air blows balmy and light ; 

The sea is painfully mute. 

But listl Can it be he is near? 

Is it not the soft sound of his oar 
E'en now falling faint on my ear ? 

'Tis my heart-throbs, alas I nothing more. 



20 DOBS GOD LOVE EFFIB BEST? 

The moon bathed her brow in tl^e sea, 
The star-gems all faded awaj. 

The birds caroled sweet on the lea, 
And the east blushed rosy with day. 

The billows rose mournfully now, 
And sobbed as they rushed to the shore. 

Where Linda sat pressing her brow. 
Still listening in vain for the oar. 

Ah, Linda, thy lover's asleep, 
Far down in a bright ooral-bed, 

Where sea-nymphs fond vigil will keep 
Round the couch of the loved and dead. 

The bright and the beautiful wave, 
Over which came no sound from the oar, 

Sings a requiem over the grave 
Of Linda, who watched by the shore. 



DOES GOD LOVE EFFIE BEST? 



Effib's eyes are dark and bright. 
Mine are blue and dim ; 

Half-blown rosebuds are her lips. 
Mine are pale and thin. 



DOES GOD LOVB EFFIE BEST? 21 

Effie's brow is white as snow 

On the mountain's crest ; 
Her curls are golden-brown, Mother — 

Does God love her the best? 

Effie's shoes are nice and new, 

Mine are worn and old ; 
On her little lily hand 

Shines a ring of gold. 
I wear none but common clothes, 

She is finely dressed ; 
I see you kiss her oft. Mother — 

Does God love Effie best? 

Effie always wins a smile. 

While you frown on me ; 
Effie is beloved by all — 

that I could be I 
"When the rosy blush of eve 

Tinges all the west, 
And we kneel down to pray, Mother, 

Does God love her the best ? 

When the stars are gazing out 

From the vault of blue, 
And the flowers I love so well 

Are kissed by pearly dew, 
Angels come and smile on me 

While I sweetly rest : 
'Tis then that I forget. Mother, 

That Effie's loved the best ! 



22 LINES TO LI2ZIE A — R — . 



LINES TO LIZZIE A- 



Lizzie, I have seen thee not, 
Yet to thee I'll tune my lyre : 

Every thought of thee I have, 
Lights a new poetic fire. 

Lovely baby, angel-sprite, 

Truant bird from paradise, 
Tell me vehy thou earnest here 

From thy home beyond the skies. 

AVast thou sent on earth below 
Just to show how bright the flowers 

Are that bloom eternally 
In the far-off Eden-bowers ? 

Were those eyes of liquid blue 

Made the color of the sky. 
That whene'er we meet their glance, 

They might turn our thoughts on high ? 

May thy tears be all of joy. 
Sorrow never cloud thy brow ; 

May no grief e'er sting thy heart, 
Throbbing, ah ! so lightly now I 



ALMA. 28 



ALMA. 



Tread softly ; this is sacred ground I 
A treasure lies beneath that mound — 
A cherished casket, passing fair, 
Robbed of its gem, is sleeping there. 

Bring here thy loveliest tribute, Spring I 
Here let thy sweetest warblers ring I 
And here thy brightest flowers bloom, 
For this is darling Alma's tomb. 

Here let thy blandest zephyrs blow, 
Soft as a gentle streamlet's flow ; 
Here let thy silvery cloudlets weep. 
Thy brightest stars loved vigil keep. 

Sweet Alma I fair and fragile too. 
Has passed away like early dew : 
United with her baby-brother. 
They roam through Eden-land together. 

The rose-bud lips, vnreathed with a smile, 
That never uttered words of guile. 
Have met her brother's in a kiss, 
And whispered thrilling words of bliss I 

More lovely is that radiant brow ; 
A crown of glory wreathes it now ; 
The hands that played with earthly toys. 
Now sweep a harp to nobler joys 1 



24 THE CONVICT GIRL. 

Peaceful be thy dreamless sleep ; 
Angels o'er thee vigil keep ; 
Well we know thou liyest again, 
Where no fever racks the brain I 



THE CONVICT GIRL. 



She sat within the gloomy prison walls, 
Musing on home and loved ones far away — 

On childhood's hours, ere crime had cast its pall 
Around the beacon-lights along her way. 

Her form was faultless, and her face was fair, 
But, ah I she lacked the hopes that animate ; 

Remorse had lefb its gloomy traces there : 
Once she was pure, but now — too late, too late I 

The man of God was there to soothe her grief, 

To offer pardon to the guilty soul : 
In sobs her burdened spirit sought relief; 

Repentant tears flowed free beyond control. 

Her crime, though small, had ended in disgrace ; 

The world would oast reproach upon her name ; 
But, as I gazed upon that tear-bathed face, 

Pity was all I felt — ^I could not blame. 



NO HOME. 25 

And as she heard of home and mother dear — 
Those words that e'en the hardest heart can thrill — 

Ah, how I longed to wipe away the tear, 
And tell her that the Saviour loved her still ! 

Were mine the power, how soon should she be free. 

From galling chain and ponderous iron door ! 
I'd lead her from this haunt of misery. 

And bid her " go in peace, and sin no more." 

And when thou art bathed in the dew of death. 

Her loving form will be near, 
To catch with joy thy parting breath. 

And bear thee to yon bright sphere. 

Then tune thy harp to joy again ; 

Touch not the string that's riven ! 
No more on earth canst thou wake its strain. 

But its music floats through heaven. 



NO HOME, 



** No home, no home,'' plead a little girl, 
At the door of a princely hall. 
As she trembling stood on the polished steps. 
And leaned on the marble wall. 



26 NO HOME. 

Her clothes were thin, her feet were hare, 
But the snow had covered her head: 
" give me a home I" she feebly cried — 
"A home and a bit of bread ! 

" My father, alas ! I never knew " — 

And a tear dimmed her eye so bright — 

" My mother sleeps in a new-made grave ; 
'T is an orphan begs to night." 

'T was cold and dark, and the snow fell fast. 
But the rich man shut his door ; 

And his proud lip curled with scorn as he said, 
" No room, no bread for the poor." 

** I must freeze," she said, as she sank on the step. 
And strove to wrap her feet 
In her tattered dress, all covered now — 
Yes, covered with snow and sleet. 

The hours passed on, and the midnight chime 

Rolled out like a funeral knell ; 
The earth seemed wrapped in a winding-sheet. 

And the drifting snow still fell. 

The rich man slept on his velvet couch. 
And dreamed of his silver and gold ; 

The little girl lay in a bed of snow, 
And murmured, " So cold! so cold !" 

The morning dawned, and the orphan child 
Still lay at the rich man's door ; 

But her soul had fled to a home above. 
Where there's room and bread for the poor. 



MT BROTHER. 27 



MT BROTHER. 



I'm thinking of my childhood, of those joyous, happy years, 

Ere the sunlight on my pathway had been dimmed by clouds and 

tears; 
When the future loomed before me like a vision of the night, 
When angels came to gild our dreams with pure celestial light ; 

When with thee, my little brother, I roamed the forest wild, 
When April wept sweet violet buds, that opened as she smiled ; 
Or sat beside the crystal stream, to list its murmuring lay. 
And watch the wavelets on its breast with golden sunbeams 
play. 

I remember once we wandered out to gaze upon the night — 
Thin, fleecy clouds were floating in the realms of ether light ; 
And I thought those clouds were angels who had wandered from 

the sky — 
That the stars so brightly beaming were lamps they'd lit on 

high. 

In childish admiration, I gazed upon the scene. 

Till two cloudlets, floating upward, met and veiled night's gentle 

queen : 
Then I turned away in sadness, for I thought 't was hid for aye : 
" 'T will only seem more bright," you said, " when the clouds 

shall pass away." 



28 MY BROTHER. 

Then my dream of sadness vanished as I upward gazed again, 
And the moon beamed fall upon me, as she cut the clouds in 

twain : 
Thus, I thought, when clouds of sorrow shut the heart from light 

above, 
Oft the shadows may be parted by a word from one we love. 

Little dreamed I then, my brother, that a sorrow soon would 

come, 
And shroud in ebon darkness our joyous, happy home ; 
I knew not then that nevermore I'd wander forth with thee. 
To watch the waves of silver roll along night's starry sea. 

Night came again all lovely, with moon, and star, and cloud. 
But the stars with me were weeping, and each cloudlet seemed a 

shroud. 
In a dimly lighted chamber, stretched upon a hard, hard bed. 
Lay thy peerless form, my brother, and they told me thou wast 

dead! 

That deep, dark grief has vanished, borne on the tide of years. 
But when memory brings thine image, 't is often seen through 

tears; 
And I never see the moonbeams bathe the earth in radiant glow. 
But my thoughts go wandering backward to that night of long ago. 

I loved thee well, my brother, loved thee as I love thee now. 
And in dreams I often see thee with a crown upon thy brow : 
Well I know thou art an angel in the Eden-land afar, 
And in heaven art thou not waiting, waiting till I meet thee there ? 



TO LIZZIE MORBMEN. — THE MISSING CURLS. 29 

TO LIZZIE MOREMEN. 

WRITTEN IN HER ALBUM. 

Lizzie, may none but thornless flowers 

Along thy future pathway bloom, 
To shed rich fragrance on thy hours, 

And bless thee with their sweet perfume. 

Be life to thee a blissful dream. 

Where forms of beauty hover near, 
Lit up with pure and holy gleam 

Caught from the bright Elysian sphere. 

And when thy tale of life is told, 
When earth shall fold thee to her breast. 

Be thine a crown and harp of gold, 
A home on high among the blest ! 



THE MISSING CURLS. 

When April dawned, the weary hours beguiling 

With sun and shower, 
Our little darling asked again, half smiling, 

To play an hour. 

With rose-bud lips half smiling and half pouting, 

She asked to go ; 
Then looking up — ^half hoping and half doubting — 

Could we say "No?" 



30 THE MISSING GUBLS. 

The winter months, that seemed so long and dreary, 

Though ended now. 
Had left a look — half restless and half weary — 

Upon her brow. 

Upon the evening breeze the birds were sending 

Their song so glad ; 
And limpid streams, through moss-rimmed channels wending, 
With joy seemed mad. 

Blossoms, that through the winter had been sleeping 

'Neath leaves so dry. 
With bright eyes through the warmed earth were peeping 

Up toward the sky. 

Could we, her childish wishes all unheeding. 

Just answer " No ?" 
Ah, no ; we listened to our darling's pleading. 

And let her go. 

Only an hour from out her cottage dwelling 

Our baby went ; 
Returned again, her heart with rapture swelling — 

Sweet innocent ! 

The roses glowed where April had been kissing 

Her face so fair ; 
But from her brow each tiny curl was missing 

Of silken hair. 

To sorrow and to anger both confessing, 

Could we refrain ? 
For language still must fail us in expressing 

Regret, though vain. 



"MY MOTHER." 31 

Sadly we clasp her now unto our bosom, 

While Willie grieves ; 
To us she seems just like a lovely blossom 

Half stripped of leaves. 



"MY MOTHER."* 

Eee my young lips could lisp the words, " My mother," 
She led me where her feet had often trod — 

Her place of prayer — and as we bowed together. 
Her orison ascended unto God. 

Day after day, unto her secret altar, 
At morn and dusky eve she bent her way ; 

And when 'mid tears her trembling voice would falter, 
I wondered why she went to weep and pray. 

'T was there, with tearful eyes upturned to heaven. 
And clasped hands uplifted o'er my head, 

She taught me, " Our Father, who 'rt in heaven, 
Give unto us this day our daily bread." 

And when I whispering breathed, " Thine is the glory," 
Her voice with mine united in "Amen ;" 

And, rising from her knees, she told the story, 
How Jesus died, and rose, and lives again. 

* Inscribed to Rev. J. H. Owen, of the Louisville Conference. 



32 "MY MOTHER." 

Leading my thoughts to Calvary, sacred mountain, 
Whereon the Son of God was crucified, 

She told me that a pure, all-healing fountain. 
To save a sin-cursed world, flowed from his side. 

And thus in childhood I was taught reliance. 
Trusting the Saviour *in my early years ; 

Against the wicked world I bade defiance. 
Blessed with my mother's earnest prayers and tears. 

And when to preach this word the Saviour called me, 
My spirit bowed in dust and ashes low ; 

Her voice was heard amid the gloom that thralled me — 
** My son, go ; in the strength of Jesus, go." 

To me, as when a child, there comes no longer 
The wondering thought, why oft she wept and prayed ; 

It was to have her faith in God grow stronger ; 
Her hopes upon the Saviour firmly stayed. 

Yes, long ago, when clouds hung o'er me dreary, 
At Jesus' feet I bowed my trembling form ; 

The shadow of a rock unto the weary, 
The Saviour shielded me amid the storm. 

And oft, when balmy sleep forsook my pillow. 

Tossed like a ship upon an angry sea, 
My guiding-star shed light upon the billow — 

My mother's words came back to comfort me. 

And now, in every grief and every trial, 

I humbly bow me to my Master's will ; 
For when my burdened heart would make denial, 

She comes with words its troubled waves to still. 



MY sisteb's babe. 83 

And when, acqnitted by the great Eternal, 
I roam 'mid flowers beside the crystal sea, 

'Mid groups of angels in that clime supernal, 
I '11 pause, and tell, " My mother prayed for me." 



MY SISTER'S BABE.* 

Baby, when I gaze upon thee, 
On thy pure and lily brow, 

Oft I wonder why the angels 
Let thee wander here below. 

Well I know a place is vacant 
In the lovely cherub band, 

And a silent harp is waiting — 
Waiting for thy dimpled hand. 

Baby, when thou lookest on me 
With thy soft blue, laughing eye, 

In their depths I see bright glimpses 
Of the clime beyond the sky. 

Oft I've seen thoe fondly gazing 
On the golden drapery thrown 

Round the sun, when he was sinking 
In the western sky alone. 



♦ Inscribed to Mrs. P. A. Dyer, of Jeffersonville, Ind. 
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34 APRIL. 



Bat the sunset's djing glory, 
Which around his couch he shed, 

Seemed not half so bright as that 
O'er thy lovely features spread. 

Tell me why a smile angelic 
Ever wreathes those lips of thine, 

When thy thrilling glance is upward, 
Where the orbs celestial shine 7 

Dost thou see the angels beckoning — 
Hear theb harps' immortal lay. 

Till thy spirit-wings grow restless 
With a wish to fly away ? 

Fold thy wings, my little birdling, 
Nestle to thy mother's breast ; 

Leave her not all sad and lonely, 
Linger here and make her blest. 

Sweetest babe! thou art a jew.el. 

Far more beautiful to me 
Than the earth holds in her bosom — 

Than e'er sparkled in the sea. 



APRIL. 

Musical showers of rain, 
Flashes of sunshine between, 

April is busy again, 
Weaving her carpet of green. 



MAY. 86 



Faded the buttercups bright, 
Myrtle blooms now in their stead, 

And see I on the orchard's height, 
Peach-trees with blossoms are red. 

Birds building under the eaves. 
Fetterless brooklets at play. 

Hidden in folded green leaves. 
Rose-buds are dreaming of May. 

What is April to me, 

Blossoms and caroling birds, 
Bringing no message from thee. 

Freighted with tenderest words ? 



MAY. 

Haste thee, haste thee, lovely May ! 
Scattering rose-buds on thy way ; 
Shedding fragrance on the air, 
Smiliog, smiling everywhere. 

Bid pale April's tears be dry. 
Brush the clouds from off her sky ; 
Let the light shine through her tears, 
As her verdant grave she nears. 

Let her feel thy soft, warm breath, 
Floating o'er her couch of death ; 
Let her lips with thine once meet, 
Qive thy sister kisses sweet. 



86 MY OLD HOMBSTEAD. 

Wake the flowers that long have slept. 
Over which she sadly wept — 
Wept till eyes of violet 
Oped with pity's tear-drops wet. 

Wake to life the eglantine ; 
Bid its loving tendrils twine 
Round some towering forest-tree, 
That has stood a eentary. 

Twine fresh roses in thy hair, 
Bind them round thy forehead fair ; 
Go where silvery streamlets play, 
On their breasts white lilies lay. 

Haste thee, haste thee, lovely May, 
Scattering gifks along thy way — 
On the earth, and in the air. 
Flowers and music everywhere. 



MY OLD HOMESTEAD. 

Farewell, loved home! a stranger claims thee now ; 

Strange voices wake their echo in thy halls ; 
Strange footsteps wander to the orchard's brow, 

When o'er the earth the evening twilight falls. 

Thou sacred spot I How can I si^r farewell 
To thee, the scene of childhood's happy hours, 

Where oft in orchard, meadow, vale and dell, 
I with my brother hunted spring's first flowers ? 



MT OLD HOMESTEAD. 87 

Where is that brother now ? Alas I the grave 
Robs many a household of its brightest joy : 

Long years have passed since Jordan's turbid wave 
Hid from our sight that lovely, noble boy. 

tell me not the young know not of grief I 

For, since that night of deepest woe, I've known 
The heart would break did tears not give relief — 
Amid a desert-waste I stood alone. 

But years rolled on : the gloomy cloud passed by. 
And others roamed with me the forest wild ; 

But ah I a light from out our homestead sky 
Was gone — my mother's favorite child. 

The roses bloom within the garden still, 
Where oft we've stood and twined them in our hair ; 

The eglantine climbs up the window-sill — 
Well I remember when we placed it there : 

'T was dawn of spring, a glorious, balmy day — 
Fragrance and music floated on the breeze — 

1 with my sister wandered far away, 
Beside a rill which sung to forest-trees : 

We found this bush, and, with her hands and mine, 

We gently drew it from its grassy bed ; 
Transported it, and taught it how to twine 

Its growing tendrils round a slender thread. 

Can I forget my cherished spot, the hill 
Where oft I've watched the sunset 'neath the trees ? 

Ah, how those visions haunt my memory still, 
Like phantom- ships that sail o'er amber seas I 



38 SATISFIED. 

How ofl;, when day reclined on eve's fsur breast, 
With loved ones have I wandered to this knoll, 

And gazed with transport on the burnished west I 
how day's dying splendors thrilled my soul I 

'T was there I felt the first poetic fire 
Spring up, and burn with wild intensity, 

An unseen spirit softly swept my lyre; 
Love waked the song. I listened tremblingly. 



SATISFIED. 



Alone I sit and muse to-day, 

Watching the shadows and sunshine play — 

Dreaming the silent hours away. 

And my heart is throbbing light. 

bless the hand that, all unseen, 
Has lifted the veil that hung between 
This picture laid in golden sheen. 

And hid it from my sight. 

No weight of care is on my breast, 

The tempest and billow have sunk to rest, 

And my soul leaps up with a holy zest — 

A bliss that is undefined. 
The " Pillar of Fire" is just before, 
Reaching unto the other shore ; 
Its beams illumine my pathway o'er. 

And the cloud is left behind. 



I DREAMED OF THEE. 89 

0, there are moments when I feel 

Such sudden transport o'er me steal, 

As though some power had broke the seal 

That closed a joyous stream 1 
Nor will nor wish I have, but go 
Where'er the rippling waters flow, 
And the sky above and earth below 

Are blended in my dream. 



I DREAMED OP THEE. 



Only a dream, that flitted through the night, 
One hour of misty moonlight, when the wind 
Sang olden music to a lonely heart — Sallie M. Bbtan. 

I MET thee in a dream last night ; 

Thy look was haughty, stem, and cold ; 
As though an iceberg's chilling blight 

The gushings of thy heart controlled. 

My soul breathed out in mournful strain. 
And asked one smile, one glance of love : 

Alas ! its pleadings all were vain. 
The marble statue would not move. 

It chilled my heart, that look so cold. 
As earth is chilled by autumn rain ; 

In heaving sighs my grief was told. 
As wildly sad as autumn's strain. 



40 THE FIRST EIS8. 

I gazed into thine eyes onco more, 
But met no love-light in their glow ; 

They seemed like distant stars, that pour 
Their silver beams on orusted snow. 

My spirit's deepest fount was stirred ; 

Its rising waves sobbed mournfully, 
Like fitful moanings that are heard 

Issuing from a storm-tossed sea. 

But when I met that glance again, 
The rushing waves, with maddening thrill. 

Sank down, and hushed their sad, sad strain : 
That fount was froze — so col^ so still I 

My hand my aching forehead pressed ; 

I sought to lull my frenzied brain ; 
The fount still slumbered in my breast ; 

I knew 't would never wake again. 

But suddenly I raised my head — 
My face was bathed in Luna's light : 
"A dream I" my guardian angel said — 

"A dream that flitted through the night !" 



THE FIRST KISS. 



Long, long had their young hearts been linked together 

By love's encircling wreath — 
A closer tie than sister unto brother. 

And stronger far than death. 



THE PABTING. 41 

Not words alone had made the sweet confession — 

Words that are not forgot : 
Can lovers meet, and think that the expression 

Of eyes betrays them not 7 

No, no ; they must avoid those tell-tale glances 

If they the secret keep : 
It is the soul, thus beaming through, entrances, 

Like angels seen in sleep. 

The siren Love around these hearts united, 

His spell of bliss had wove ; 
And though their mutual vows those hearts had plighted. 

No kiss had sealed their love. 

Alone they sat, while twilight's misty curtain 

Dropped from the April sky ; 
He clasped her hand, and, in the light uncertain. 

Pressed on her lips "Good-bye." 



THE PARTING. 

Kiss me once before you go — . 

Part for ever we to-night ; 
My path leading down through woe. 

Thine all lying in the light. 
Wait till I these buds untwine 

From my bosom, fit to bloom, 
Waked by thee, are they not thine ? 

Leave them not within this tomb. 
3* 



42 THE PABTING. 

Kiss me once, 'twill be the last — 

From thy lips I ask no more ; 
Lovell, when this storm is past, 

I'll be better than before. 
Smile not at the words I say, 

In the fire the gold is tried ; 
Oftentimes this is the way 

Human hearts are purified. 

Kiss me once — see yonder light 

Sinking down the western slopes ; 
So within my breast to-night 

Sinketh down most cherished hopes. 
Have the stars all paler grown 

Since that eve we breathed our vow? 
Ileuceforth I shall be alone ; 

'Tis this thought that dims them now. 

Kiss me once, I will not chide — 
Fairer lips shall claim the rest ; 

When Irene becomes thy bride, 
4 Who shall care that I'm unblest? 

Lovell, who shall care that I 
.Through the darkness wend my way, 

Only dreaming of the sky. 

Where the stars so thickly lay ? 

Kiss me once, just^Cor the sake 
Of the time I deemed thee true ; 

And till morn my heart shall ache. 
Not because our lives are two, 



CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 43 

Bat that in a temple fair, 

Perfect in its faoltlessness, 
Sin should hold its reyel there. 

Driving out all truthfulness. 



CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. 



Like the dim scent within a budded rose, a joy is folded in my heart. 

Think not, because a cloud of gloom 
Drives &om my face the gladsome smile, 

That buds of hope have ceased to bloom 
Within my breast the vrhile. 

Each heart retains a vfithered flower — 

A sad regret — a faded dream, 
That Memory, if she had the power, 
Would drown in Lethe's stream. 

But if the sky were always bright, 
The sun would weary with his ray : 

It is the darkness of the night 
That makes us prize the day. 

And Memory, roaming through the past. 
Shadow as well as sunshine brings ; 

Sad scenes, and some too bright to last, 
That sped on gleaming wings. 



44 WEART. 

And though a cloud steals o'er my face, 
When hours gone by come back again, 

The trodden path that I retrace 
Awakes no thrill of pain. 

I know each tide of human life 
Must have its bitter and its sweet — 

Each heart must quaff its cup of strife, 
To make its joy replete. 



WEART. 

0, MY heart is weary, weary 

Of this mortal life below : 
Oft the path seems rough and dreary ; 

Thorns among its flowers grow. 

Autumn leaves are round me lying, 
Withered flowers strew the plain ; 

And the winds say in their sighing, 
" Will the spring-time come again ?" 

Yes, ah, yes, this autumn sadness 
Will not shroud the earth for aye : 

Spring will smile again in gladness 
When the snows shall pass away. 

Then, my heart, no longer falter I 

Under grief no longer boW, 
Though the hopes which decked thine altar 

Lie in wrecks around it now ! 



NORA TO ELBEBT. 45 

Ah, 't is mine to know much sorrow : 

Oil I've drunk at Marah's stream ; 
Yet Hope points to a to-morrow — 

Hope which is not all a dream I 

Hope that reaches the eternal, 

Anchored on the other shore, 
Where we'll dwell in peace supernal. 

Where the autumn comes no more ! 

Where our feet will not grow weary, 
Wandering 'mid the spring-clad bowers ; 

And the path, no longer dreary, 
Will be strewn with thomless flowers ! 

All my earthly hopes may perish 

On this sea of mortal strife : 
Saviour, only let me cherish 

Hopes of the immortal life I 



NORA TO ELBERT. 

Spring had smiled o'er hill and vale. 

Waking up the early flowers ; 
Violets nodded in the gale, 

While the clouds wept April showers. 

Streamlets in the valley low. 
Free from winter's binding chain. 

Murmured in their gentle flow, 

" Spring, sweet spring, has come again." 



46 NORA TO ELBERT. 

Wavy clouds that flecked the sky, 
Floated through the airy sea, 

Like to Ufe-barks floating by, 
Drifting to eternity I 

Birds were singing in the wood 
Songs of innocence and mirth ; 

Sunlight, in a golden flood, 
Bathed the green and gladsome earth. 

Thus it was when first we met, 
On that evening, long ago : 

Ah I I fear I love thee yet — 
Dost thou love me ? No I no I 

Dost thoa not remember still 
Where we went at sunset hour — 

To my favorite haunt, the hill ? 
For 'twas there the sky seemed lower. 

Dost thou not remember, too, 
How the sun swept o'er the cloud, 

And its folds around him drew 
Closely, like a crimson shroud ? 

Ah I my heart remembers well 
All thy words of wild, deep love. 

Thrilling me like music's spell — 
Angels wrote them down above. 

When a dirge young Autumn sung 
O'er the summer's faded flowers, 

And a somber curtain hung * 

Over all the woodland bowers ; 



TO A FRIEND. 47 

Then it was that last we met, 

On that evening long ago : 
In my heart was spring-time yet; 

Coming was the winter's snow. 

Coming? Yes, how soon it came, 

After that farewell was spoken I 
Love with thee was but a name : 

Hearts were won but to be broken I 



TO A FRIEND. 



Thet tell me that thou art a slave 

Unto the goblet's maddening spell ; 
0, could my weak words only save 

Thee from the drunkard's grave and hell I 
Alas I I cannot snatch the cup 

From lips whence thrilling songs have flowed ; 
With a sad heart I yield thee up, 

And leave thee to thyself and God. 

Bright Intellect I Star of my soul, 

That sweetly dawned so long ago, 
Shall blood-red wine upon thee roll. 

And crush thee like a lava-flow ? 
Say, must the diamonds, priceless, bright. 

That sparkle in thy eouPs rich mine, 
Be buried in eternal night — 

The human master the divine ? 



48 TO A FRIEND. 

The sea, that in the morning threw 

Its rosy shells upon the shore, 
Came when the tempest o'er it drew, 

And snatched them back with angry roar. 
Standing e'en now on Ruin's brink, 

My soul cries out, " Come back ! Come back I 
Why wilt thou, like a pleiad, sink, 

That leaves but darkness in its track?" 

The midnight moon wades through a cloud. 

That fain would hide its struggling beams : 
Alone I sit with anguish bowed. 

While others tread the vale of dreams. 
Dost ask me why alone I keep 

This watch, when angel ministry 
Ever attends the goddess Sleep ? 

Dear friend, it is to pray for thee. 

Thou art a man — throw off the chain 

That binds thee like a serpent's coils ; 
Let reason cool the giddy brain. 

That like a heated caldron boils. 
Is there no link, no tender tie 

Holding thy heart's affections now ? 
No feeling when thou look'st on high. 

Of angel kisses on thy brow ? 

Hast thou no memory, hallowed, blest. 
No lovely image shrined away? 

No broken flower within thy breast 

That pleading whispers, " Come away ?" 



THE LBTTBE. 49 

Retrace thy steps two weary years, 

To one who proudly, nobly fell — 
A father's woe, a mother's tears — 

And then resist Wine's maddening spell. 



THE LETTER. 



Pressing it to my lips and heart — 
Beading it over again and again ; 

Only a dream seems the long, long smart, 
Heeded not is the chilling rain. 

" Gazing upon the jewels rare. 

Lovingly set in thy spiritHshrine, 

Claiming the love of the many there, 

Caring not for this love of mine." 

" Caring not if my heart should break" — 
These were the words of my broken song ; 
Life would be naught but for thy sweet sake — 
Why was I forgotten so long ? 

Folding the letter close to my breast. 
Feeling how easy it is to forgive — 

Wishing my lips to thine own were pressed. 
Vowing I'll love thee long as I live. 

Didst thou forget to send the kiss 
That would have perfected my bliss ? 
Then, just to make my rhyme complete, 
I will forget it when we meet. 



50 GO, IF THOU WILT. 

The clouds may spread with deeper gloom 
Over the cold, gray eky to-day ; 

But buds of joy in my heart will bloom, 
And hope, bright hope, will around it play. 



GO, IF THOU WILT. 

Go, if thou wilt — my heart has learned to bear. 
By a slow torture, what would others break ; 

I had not known the love still slumbering there, 
Had not thine been the power to bid it wake. 

Go, if thou wilt — another idol lies. 
With many I ha^e worshiped, in the dust ; 

And o'er my face a smile of mockery plays 
Whene'er I think how I in human trust. 

Go, if thou wilt : ah I how I wish this pain 
Would crush the feeling of idolatry — 

The ofb-leamed lesson is but taught again. 
Perfection is not in humanity. 

Go, if thou wilt, and leave an empty throne ; 

Another image soon thy place shall fill : 
A winning smile, a tender look or tone. 

Will whisper to this bosom, '« Peace, be still I" 

Go, if thou wilt — the cloud in storm is spent 
That wrapt my spirit like a pall of death ; 

Already light-winged hope forebodes content 
Coming as gently as the summer's breath. 



TO MISS ALICE. 51 

Go, if thou wilt, for it has been my lot 
From childhood, as the years have led me up, 

To love, remember, and to be forgot. 
Until I 'ye almost learned to bless the cup. 

Go, if thou wilt : let no regretful thought 

Intrude upon thy dream of happiness : 
It is a needful lesson thou hast taught — 

Sweet unto me, even in its bitterness. 



TO MISS ALICE. 

Accept these humble flowers, 

The tribute of a friend : 
How oft to this dark world of ours 

A loveliness they lend I 

How oft they lead us up 

Unto their Giver, God, 
Till we forget life's bitter cup, 

The weary path we plod ! 

From thy young brow, so fair, 
May these same shadows brush, 

And fill thy heart with trusting prayer, 
At evening's holy hush I 

With brightest flowers of spring 
I would thy way were strewn, 

Without a thorn to leave its sting, 
And make thee feel " alone." 



52 IN THE TWILIGHT. 

Thy smile, so sad to me, 
Betrays the heart's unrest : 

Come, let me fold thee tenderly 
Unto a sister-breast. 

Clouds shade the fairest brow, 
Storms rock the lightest heart. 

But 'mid the wreck some light will glow. 
And buds of hope will start. 

Accept this humble strain, 
These flowers, my love for thee, 

And may thy heart through life retain 
A tender thought for me ! 



IN THE TWILIGHT. 

Welcome, sweet, dreamy-eyed twilight ! 

Welcome the silence you bring I 
My heart grows so calm and forgiving 

When clasped with thy shadowy wing. 

When viewed through the bars of a prison. 
Life is of much pleasure bereft ; 

Around us the twilight will deepen — 
Look upward ! one stor is still lefl. 

Ah 1 worse than alone in thy sorrow ! 

Say, is there no Hesper for thee, 
Sending a gleam through the darkness, 

Lighting the billowy sea ? 



LINES TO LIZZIE CLARENDON. 58 

In the most joyous bosoms 

Some flowers have withered and died, 
And the heart's wildest longings 

Will never be satisfied. 

Never? yes, there's a promise, 
If faithful and true through the night. 

That joy will come in the morning. 
Radiant with heaven's own light. 

Best thee, dear one, in the shadows I 

Pray when the storm draweth nearl 
Some pathways must lead through the desert — 

The sky cannot always be clear. 

When tempted, remember thy promise. 

That fell on my heart like a balm ; 
May God give thee strength in thy weakness. 

And keep thee pure, passionless, calm 1 



LINES TO LIZZIE CLARENDON. 

A LOVELY bud from thy garden of love 

Hath passed in its beauty away, 
To expand its sweets in the Eden above, 

And rejoice in the light of day. 

Weep not that her form now sleeps in the tomb ; 

Fond mother, repress that sigh : 
In angelic beauty thy " Lilla" will bloom, 

In her glorious home in the sky. 



54 LINES TO LIZZIE CLARENDON. 

A radiant throng was hovering near, 

To catch her expiring sigh: 
When her soul was released from its prison here, 

By that throng it was borne on high. 

The Saviour smiled as the throng drew near, 

And blessed the cherubic child ; 
He pressed to his bosom thy " Lilla" dear, 

And she looked on her Saviour and smiled. 

He placed a crown on her stainless brow — 

Of glory a diadem bright; 
And mantled her form in a robe like snow — 
A robe of the purest white. 

She clasped a harp with her dimpled hand. 

And swept its trembling strings ; 
Then floated away to a kindred band. 

On heaven-hued angel-wings. 

Thy heart, mother, was chained below. 
Till the tie of affection was riven : 

The gift, not the Giver, was worshiped, but now 
Thy darling shall lead thee to heaven. 

And there she is waiting for thee even now, 

In her own bright, blissful home, 
And the smile grows bright that wreathes her brow, 

For she knows that her mother will come. 



THE BEGGAR-BOT. 55 



THE BEGGAR-BOY. 

** ! GiYB me a crust of bread," 
Said a haggard, blue-eyed boy, 
Who was once a father's pride. 
And a doting mother's joy. 

*' My father and mother are dead," 
And the tears fell thick and fast ; 
While the rags that covered his form 
Were fluttering in the blast. 

Ah I once he had bread to spare. 
And clothes that screened from cold ; 

But death had made him an orphan now, 
And strangers possess his gold. 

Ye rich, can ye turn away 
From an orphan child like this, 

Who never will feel again 
The warmth of a mother's kiss ? 

Can you gaze on the garments thin 
That wrap his shivering form, 

And heed not his feeble cry, 
*' Please let me come in and warm I" 

Turn not from the plaintive cry 
Of the cold and starving poor : 

I pray you let not the orphan child 
Go empty from your door. 



56 THRBB TIBS IN HEAVEN- 

THREE TIES IN HEAVEN. 

INSCRIBED TO B. F. DYER. 

Three ties in heaven — ^three loved ones gone before — 
Three of thy household on the other shore : 
With harp in hand, a crown upon each brow, 
Three angel forms await thy coming now. 

The Saviour saw two precious buds of thine, 
And, smiling, said, " These fragile forms are mine : 
Earth's sorrows shall not blight such lovely flowers; 
These buds shall bloom in bright, supernal bowers !*' 

Thou wast not near to watch the shortening breath 
Of her, the first to tread the vale of death ; 
When Azrael smiled, and softly whispered, "Come," 
Thy Emma kissed adieu, and hastened home. 

Deep was thy sorrow in that darkened hour. 
When in the grave they laid thy blighted flower ; 
And ere thy night of woe had turned to day, 
Death came again, and Nannie passed away. 

An earfchly idol claimed thy worship still : 
Death came again his mission to fulfill. 
And snatched from thy embrace thy early love. 
And bore her to her angel-babes above. 

In every grief, in every sorrow here. 
Three angel forms about thee hover near : 
Those ties of love which God to thee had given, 
He tck)k again, to lead thy heart to heaven ! 



THOUGHTS. 57 



THOUGHTS. 

Alone in the evemng twilight, 

The close of an April day, 
Watching the rosy cloudlets 

Fade into leaden gray. 

Spring, with a smile of gladness, 
Trips over valley and plain — 

Waking the buds that slumbered, 
Bidding them blossom again. 

What though the snow of winter 
Covered them cold and deep? 

With the same fragrance and beauty 
They 'wake from their long, long sleep. 

The bright, blue eyes of the myrtle 

Oped in the garden to-day ; 
And I know, from their leaves, the roses 

Will bloom in the crown of May. 

How oft have I hailed their coming 

With a feeling of delight I 
But they in my sad heart 'waken 

Only a hope to-night. 

'Tis this: though the long, long slumber 

Is stealing upon me fast, 
That I, like the beautiful flowers, 

May 'wake when the winter is past. 
4 
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What though the rosy cloudlets 
Fade into leaden gray ? 

Some stars are still left shining 
To light up the darkened way. 

What though the night be gloomy ? 

Rest in the shadows a while ; 
On bright-hued pinions the morning 

Will chase them away with a smile. 



ONLY ONCE. 

Only once, upon the desert, 

'Neath the noontide's burning ray. 
Shaded by the bright o'asis, 

We may hear the fountain play ; 
Watch its cooling, crystal waters. 

From the green earth upward burst, 
Bathe our heated, throbbing temples. 

Drink and satiate our thirst. 

Only once the stars may glimmer 

In a bright sky overhead. 
And the shadows from their blackness 

Change to purple, gold, and red : 
Weary eyes, that downward drooping, 

Watched the murky way before. 
Upward now, toward heaven turning, 

See the darkness nevermore. 
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Only once, to clasp each other, 

Soul with kindred soul may meet, 
And the heart unto its idol 

Yield its human worship sweet. 
Poet-spirit, I could listen 

To thy words from evening's hush. 
Dreaming I was with the angels. 

Till the morning's rosy blush. 

Only once the stream may ripple 

On the desert's burning breast ; 
Only once the stars may glimmer 

On the threatening billow's crest ; 
Only once the clouds may gather 

From the sunshine threads of gold, 
Shutting out familiar shadows 

With a red and purple fold. 

Only once upon life's pathway 

May the spirit feel the thrill 
Of love's own delicious clasping — 

But its memory lingers still. 
Only once — ^but let no murmur 

From our weak hearts outward go. 
For 'tis one by one these blessings 

Make our heaven here below. ^ 
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I've seen thee not, thou glorious poet-king, 
And yet my spirit humbly bows to thine : 

The wild, sweet hearirsongs I have heard thee sing 
Have 'wakened deep idolatry in mine. 

I've heard from thee sweet tales of holy love, 

Of souls united by affection's tie ; 
And thou hast told how true the heart will prove — 

How peacefully " The Broken-hearted " die. 

And thou hast swept thy lyre to ** Freedom " wild. 
When first it " broke across old ocean's flood :" 

I read that thrilling song when but a child — 
Ah I how its notes of " Freedom " stirred my blood I 

"The Seaaons," too, old "Time," "The Dying Year," 
Have each called forth from thee a glorious song, 

And as I've read, how oft the blinding tear 
Has mingled with the mournful strains along ! 

Thy fancy roves from sunny clime to clime, 
And culls from each the richest, rarest flowers ; 

Thine are the notes of melody sublime ; 
Sweet echoes caught from bright Elysian bowers. 

We've never met, perchance we ne'er may meet 
While trammeled in these tenements of clay : 

Upon the golden shore we first may greet — 
In heaven I'll know thee by thy harp's rich lay. 
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1 PLUCK them not for me to-day, 

The rose-buds, firesh and fair, 
Nor let their fragance come this way 

Upon the cool, soft air. 

Ah I once I pressed them to my heart, 
And deemed them harmless things. 

Bat thorns were there to play their part — 
I only felt their stings. 

May walks the earth with magic tread, 
And weaves her garlands sweet : 

How beautiful her rose-wreathed head I 
My heart's beneath her feet 

^Twas in the May-time, long ago — 
I well know where and when — 

Some red, and some as white as snow. 
The buds we gathered then. 

But, no I I should not blame the flowers 

For what they did not do : 
They did not change in by-gone hours : 

'Twas he that proved untrue. 

But pluck them not for me to^ay, 

The rose-buds, fresh and fair. 
Until I read thy heart and say, 

" There's no deception there." 
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LEAVE HE, LEAVE HE NOT! 

Leave me, leave me not I my yearning heart 

Is restless as a tempesi-toss^d sea: 
Why must my lonely spirit dwell apart 

When it has found a spirit-mate in thee ? 

Tell me, tell me not I do not love I 
There is a calm, deep love within my breast, 

As pure and passionless as that above. 
Which joins in one the hearts of all the blest. 

I know that I have gazed on nobler brows, 

Bound which the laurel-wreath will one day twine. 
And from their lips have oft heard low-breathed vows — 
' Reproof, reproof is sweeter far from thine. 

Over the hills the autumn sunlight strays. 
And wraps in golden mist the mountain's brow. 

Like to the cherished hope's faint, flickering rays. 
That dimly light my gloomy spirit now. 

If I have ever caused thee slightest pain 
By any thought, or word, or deed of mine, 

Wilt thou not clasp this trembling hand again. 
And breathe " Forgiven " with those sweet lips of thine ? 

There's not a single thought steals in my heart. 
Or single wish that is not linked with thee ; 

And though our souls through time must dwell apart. 
They'll live together through eternity. 
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'WRITE NO MORE/' 



I'll keep all thoughts within my soul, 
Like billows pent by rock-bound shore, 

Though they in ceaseless tumult roll : 
Since 'tis thy wish, I'll " write no more." 

The velyet-footed maiden. Spring, 
With fragrant garland round her brow. 

Doth to the earth her tribute bring ; 
But I must gaze in silence now. 

The birds that fill each forest-bower 
With music sweeter than the lute, 

Have bound my soul with magic power : 
The birds can sing — ^I must be mute. 

The stars that deck the dome of night, 
And o'er the earth seem e'er to weep, 

In silence shed their mournful light — 
Like them, henceforth I'll silence keep. 

My heart is echoing lore's soft lay, 
And glorious hope my soul doth light. 

As sunbeams gild the ocean-spray — 
But thou hast said I must not write. 

Then cease each wild and joyous thought 
That madly sweeps through soul and brain : 

Forget, fond heart, the strain he taught. 
If thou mayst never sing again. 
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LUCIEN TO JUDITH. 



Farewell, farewell, within my heart — 
This word awakens no regret : 

'Tis thy decree that we should part — 
'Twere better had we never met. 

Farewell ! — yes, willingly Pll go. 
Asking that God will hear this prayer, 

That I may never more below 
Meet one again so false, so fair. 

Farewell, alas I why shouldst thou weep ? 

Mine is the woe, the pleasure thine: 
Would that a Lethean wave would sweep 

In madness o'er this soul of mine 1 

Tes, yes, I would forget the hours, 
The happy hours passed by thy side. 

And hopes that grew like tropic flowers, 
That thou wouldst be my own, my bride. 

Where others chided, thou hadst praised— 
Unto my lips, that o'er and o'er 

Had felt thy kiss, the cup was raised, 
And thy fair hand the poison bore. 

Was it a sin me thus to wrong ? 

Was it a crime the heart to break? 
Then when alone or with the throng, 

I'll say forgive her for my sake. 
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Farewell, false one I within my heart 
This word awakens no regret : 

'Tis thy decree that we should part — 
'Twere better had we never met. 



MUSINGS. 



DEDICATED TO 



'Tis Sabbath morn, and on the balmy air 

No busy hum of life its echo sends ; 
The dew-bathed flowers give out their odors rare, 

And wild-bird music with the fragrance blends. 

In spotless blue the sky spreads out above, 
The glorious sun smiles on the earth in peace ; 

All nature sports in freedom and in love. 
While aching hearts are struggling for release. 

Blest Sabbath-day ! thou hast an influence sweet, 
Thy name is but another name for rest ; 

'Tis thine to smooth the path for weary feet, 
And calm the tide of tumult in the breast. 

And am I happy on this holy day ? 

No, no I my lyre breathes out its saddest strains ; 
My heart can nothing do but weep and pray : 

A kindred spirit, brother, is in chains. 
4* 
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Bloom on, sweet flowers ; birds, chant your melody : 
To me all's dark as night without her stars ; 

For one who sighs to worship here with me, 
Is looking out to-day through prison-bars. 

A foe to none, a friend to all, and kind : 
'T is envy makes the coward hate the brave : 

Ah I well they knew that good and noble mind 
Was never formed for tyrants to enslave. 

Base-hearted tyrants who the scepter wield, 
And in derision taunt your conquered prize : 

Remember, falsehood's armor proves no shield 
To the recording angel in the skies. 

That prison-cell a loathsome place may seem. 
That noble heart may for its freedom long ; 

But that proud spirit will not idly dream, 
But higher mount, as suffering makes it strong ; 

And gleaning flowers from fair Elysian's height, 
Fresher by far than those half-withered now. 

It will forget the loneliness and night 
That shrouds'its casket in a dungeon low. 

Angels be near ! and when a thought of home 
Heaves with a sigh that trusting, loving heart. 

On gleaming pinions with the promise bome, 
" Loved ones shall meet again, and never part." 

And when his soul pours out a low-breathed prayer, 
In silence hover near to catch each word. 

Rising like incense on the evening air, 
And bear it up even to the throne of God. 
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"SHE IS AN ANGEL NOW." 

" She is an angel now ! " — the words that came, 
Telling me that the beauteous bud was crushed — 

How to the joyous household Azrael came, 
And bore its light away, its music hushed. 

Too angel-like she was for human woe : 
Ah I could you see the path she would have trod, 

Your aching hearts would say, ^-Tis better so — 
We yield her up— take back thine own, God I 

Yes, could you see that dark and rugged way. 
Where piercing thorns lay bare 'mid withered flowers. 

Your darksome night would soon be turned to day. 
And tears of joy would seem these April showers. 

An angel-wanderer from yon Eden come. 
Her spirit weary grew of earthly things ; 

She heard the music of her distant home, 
Looked up, and smiled, and spread her hidden wings. 

Beside a harp, unstrHig and silent, lay 

A little crown, amid the cherub band ; 
Left by some spirit wandering far away, 

Waiting some little head and dimpled hand. 

That golden harp no longer silent now. 
Its trembling chords by baby-fingers swept ! 

'Tis "Ella's" hand—that crown just fits her brow- 
She smiles and smiles, while here how oft she wept I 
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Too pure she was to strive with human woe : 
Ah I could you see the path she would have trod, 

Your aching hearts would say, 'Tis better so — 
We yield her up—take back thine own, God I 



I COME TO THEE. 



Who has not felt, in dark temptation's hour, 

When good and evil thoughts together throng — 
When struggling for the right against the wrong — 

The utter helplessness of human power? 
We toil and strive to gain the victory — 

The heart is willing, but the flesh is weak ; 

Too much in our own strength for good we seek : 
Saviour, for lasting strength, I come to thee. 



MY ANGEL BROTHERS. 

INSCRIBED TO MY MOTHER. 

Twice has the dark-wing^ Ariel come, 
And rudely culled within our home 
Two buds from off the parent stem, 
To grace the Saviour^s diadem. 

The first upon thy breast to bloom 
Were first to wither in the tomb ; 
The first to wake a mother's love 
Were first thy heart with grief to move. 
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Like drops of dew at early mom, 
Lit up with day's first rosy dawn, 
They glittered in life's early ray, 
Then were exhaled, and passed away. 

Two broken strings are on thy lute, 
And when 'tis swept, two chords are mute ; 
But in the choir hard by the throne 
Those chords respond in joyous tone. 

Ah, yes ; those buds of earthly bloom, 
That waked thy heart with sweet perfume, 
Are twined within the wreath on high. 
Where buds and flowers never die. 

No, never die, but live for aye, 
" Safe from diseases and decay ;" 
Death's angel never enters there — 
His breath floats not on heaven's pure air. 

There thou shalt claim those buds again ; 
There those mute chords will yield a strain 
Of music sweeter in its flow 
Than aught they waked for thee below. 

Amid the cherub-throng divine, 
Two little angel-boys are thine : 
Two links are wanting in thy chain — 
In heaven 'twill be made whole again. 
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Stat with us, babe — ^the earth is growing fair ; 

Thou hast grown restless through the winter days ; 
The buds are bursting, balmy is the air ; 

The crystal brooklet with the sunbeam plays. 

Wait, Lula, till the April clouds shall weep 
Themselves away from off the bright blue sky, 

And the bright sunshine warms the earth so deep — 
Thy little feet shall tread it by and by. 

Wait till the roses ope their scarlet leaves. 
And wafb their odors on the morning air — 

Thy dimpled hands, through all the May-time eves, 
I'll fill with buds and roses, fresh and fair. 

Wait till the lilies white — my favorite flowers — 
Unfold their pearly cups upon the stems ; 

While yet they sparkle with night's diamond showers. 
At early morn, I'll fill thy hands with them. 

List, Lula, to the wild birds' songs to-day — 
Will not their carols charm thy heart a while ? 

See how the zephyrs with the leaflets play : 
Ah, yes, I see thee faintly, sweetly smile. 

Stay, Lula, stay. May years that come and go 
Fill thy young heart with pure seraphic fire. 

And from thy heart the sacred numbers flow I 
May it be thine to sweep his silenced lyre! 
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There is a home for all the blest, 
Where the immortal soul shall rest — 

A land of bliss. 
'Tis in that sun-bright clime above, 
Where all is peace, and joy, and love — 

Where Jesus is. 

Around let earth-born tempests blow, 
And thunder shake the world below 

No storms are there. 
No cloud of darksome, angry hue, 
Nor gathering mist will e'er float through 

Its balmy air. 

No sorrow there— no hidden grief- 
No need of tears to give relief 

To aching hearts. 
No mourning sob— no sigh is heard— 
No chilling look or angry word 

A pang imparts. 

No scorching fevers rack the brain- 
No wasted bodies thrilled with pain- 
No sickness there. 
There naught of earth disturbs the rest- 
No vain desire e'er fills the breast 

With anxious care. 
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No feeble pulse — ^no qaivering breath — 
No cold and pallid brow of death — 

No icy hand ; 
For we must cross death's chilling tide. 
And anchor on the other side. 

To reach that land. 

There friends are never doomed to part — 
No parting pang e'er thrills the heart — 

No sad farewell. 
There parted friends agidn shall meet, 
And at the dear Redeemer's feet 

For ever dwell ! 



LINES. 

INSCRIBED TO COL. WM, S. HAWKINS, CAMP CHASE,' OHIO. 

Would that I might watch with thee 

By the nameless '' hero's " bed. 
Seek to soothe his misery, 

Smooth the pillow for his head. 
In a prison's " narrow room," 

Dreaming of the far away — 
Of his lovely Southern home — 

Growing "fainter" every day. 

Parched lips mnrxnur in his sleep, 
'* Mother, sister," soil and low ; 

Visions bright around him sweep, 
Memories of the long ago. 



LINES. 73 

In the moonlight wandering now, 

By the rolling *^ Cumberland," 
Gazing on a fair, young brow, 

Clasped in his, a lily hand. 

But the favored dream must break 

Into dull reality : 
Would the clay from death might wake 

Into immortality ! 
Measure out the depth of woe 

In that mother's heart to-night, 
Hear the pleading prayers that go 

Upward from her lips so white. 

Loved ones whispering breathe his name, 

Mournful eyes with tears grow dim, 
'Sad hearts all repeat the same, 

" Shall we know no more of him ? 
Will no tidings ever come, 

How he fought and where he fell ? 
Does the idol of our home 

Languish in a prison-cell V 

Gashed by foeman's burnished steel. 

Fell he in the foeman's hands ? 
God, the casket frail unseal. 

Loose the spirit's prison-bands. 
Let the laurel-wreath of fame 

Crown the monuments of time, 
While this " hero with no name '' 

Gains a crown in God's own clime. 
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Ah, those heroes proud "of old," 

Honors sought with wild desire ; • 
In their hearts, so stem and cold. 

Burned no patriotic fire. 
But the Switzer's song is still 

" In memoriam" of Tell, 
And the eyes of Erin fill 

Gazing where her Emmet fell. 

Coming down the lapse of time 

To our battles fought and won. 
First in patriotic rhyme 

Is the name of Washington. 
Think you no heroic blood 

Thrills the youthful bosom now ? 
From the young heart it has flowed. 

And will yet stain boyish brow. 

Ah, my thoughts revert to one. 

Who a life of danger sought : 
Fair Kentucky's noble son. 

On the side of right he fought, 
Fearless, dauntless, full of trust — 

Would that human love could save ! 
Then his form had not been dust, 

Lying in a soldier's grave. 

Would that I might watch with thee 
By the " hero's " cot to-night, 

While the angels noiselessly 
Hover near on wings of light ! 
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Would ihat it were mine to press 

Kisses on his lips and brow, 
For no mothw-words to bless 

Come to him like musio now I 

Dying in a stranger-land, 

With no kindred's gentle care, 
Comrades, with a tender hand. 

Wipe away the falling tear. 
Would that I might watch with thee 

Till the slowly heaving breast 
Sleeps from all its misery. 

And the spirit finds its rest I 
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'Tis midnight hour, and I have watched, alone, 
The dying year. The wild wind mournful sings 

A requiem o'er th^ past in saddest tone. 
And weird fancies come on unseen wings. 

Where are the hopes that one short year ago. 
Like Stella-blossoms in the crown of night, 

Bloomed in full many a heart? The drifting snow 
Is not more cold than hearts with hopes so bright. 

The low wind sighs, and 'mid the pauses comes 
A wail of sadness from a thousand breasts. 

And the^ I see in darkened, ruined homes. 
The last fond kiss on clay-cold lips impressed. 
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Alas I alas I the cruel hand of war, 
Waving its crimson banner o'er the land, 

Spreads death and desolation everywhere — 
Was Freedom's palace bailt upon the sand ? 

Come back, come back, ye erring North and South I 
Your 'prisoned brothers cry, " Eelease 1 release I" 

And louder still, from many an orphan's mouth, 
Comes up, in pleading tones, " 0, give us peace I" 

0, white-browed angel, spare our nation's sky ; 

And let the rustling of thy pearly wings. 
Like music, soothe the heart, and from the eye 

Brush the last tear-drop off that quivering clings ! 

The old year dies — ^mom ushers in the new, 
That bears upon its breast no dream of bliss 

To me ; its gentle rains, sunlight, and balmy dew, 
Within my heart will find no chrysalis. 

Memory goes back to hours of toil and pain, 
When hope's false whisperings promised recompense- 

I would not have my childhood back again. 
But give, give to me its innocence I 

I watched with thee one year ago to-night. 
Until the year went down with those "before," 

And silent prayed thy path might lie in light, 
With not a cloud to cast its shadow o'er. 

The wind is hushed, but still the falling snow, 
With cheerless sound, beats 'gainst my window-pane, 

And as my sad thoughts quickly come and go, 
I ask thee. Shall we eves meet again ? 
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Dear friend, farewell 1 1 will not longer keep 
Thee with the thoughts that crowd upon me now : 

When thou art gone, I'll think of thee and weep, 
And oft in dreams press kisses on thy brow. 



GIVE BACK THE RING. 

Give back the ring to me again. 
So thoughtlessly returned to thee : 

I had no thought 'twould cause thee pain, 
Or make thee doubt my constancy. 

Give back the ring. I know a thought 
That I was false stole in thy heart, 

From which thy brow It shadow caught : 
I saw, and knew I caused the smart. 

Give back the ring, nor think that I 
Of thy first pledge had weary grown, 

Or longed to break the mystic tie 
That sweetly linked our hearts in one. 

Give back the ring, and I will wear 

It ever, if the wish be thine; 
Thus closely in ^he coming years 

Love's wreath around thy heart I '11 twine. 

Give back the ring, and tell me now, 
Ere yet a kiss our lore has sealed. 

The cloud is gone from heart and brow — 
The wound I thoughtless gave is healed. 
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Still eve had lulled the anxious breast, 
Then sunk all peacefully to rest, 
And left her banner in the west 

Of gorgeous crimson dye. 
The thirsting flowers, of every hue, 
Drank eagerly the falling dew, 
And night her starry curtain drew 

Athwart the bending sky. 

The moonbeams rested on the lea, 
The night-birds made sweet melody. 
And white clouds floated dreamily 

Like angels through the sky. 
The streamlet, in its peaceful flow. 
Sang to the lilies, bending low, 
And white as banks of drifted snow, 

A charming lullaby, 

'T was at that hour two lovers met. 
And, vowing never to forget, 
They parted each with sad regret : 

Two lovers — ^you and I. 
Mine is an humble station now : 
A laurel-wreath entwines thy brow — 
Forgotten is thy solemn vow. 

Made in the years gone by. 
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My heart, onoe trusting, still is true, 
And drinks each measured line from you 
As thirsting flowers drink pearly dew — 

Below it asks no more. 
For soon, from earthly trammels free, 
Attuned to heaven's harmony, 
'Twill drink fit)m out the crystal sea — 

Yes, drink and thirst no more ! 
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0, LEAVE me to myself to-day I 

And let the sweet thoughts come and go, 
Like blossoms in the crown of May, 

Or evening twilight's rosy glow : 
'T is not because I 'm sad I seek 

The silent haunts of solitude. 
But, what I may not often speak, 

My heart is in its happiest mood. 

Then leave me to myself to-day : 
Ah me I can this be but a dream — 

These golden gleams that round me play — 
To fade away in morning's beam ? 

The whispering zephyrs o'er me sweep, 
And music-tones, like those I hear 

When shut within the gates of sleep, 
Come on the breeze — but thou art near. 
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Then leave me to myself, I pray I 
Yes, to myself; and then with me 

Wilt thou believe me when I say 

There's nothing that I love like thee? 

Did I say nothing ? I forget 

God claims my richest meed of love : 

'Tis just — ^he has it still, and yet 
There is enough for thee, my dove. 

I would be to myself to-day : 

If o'er my brow the shadows come, 
Sweet, thou shalt kiss them aH away — 

I almost hope there will be some. 
Dost see the smile upon my lips? 

There is no sadness in my song — 
The shadows now are in eclipse — 

My heart with love is growing strong. 



TO LOU. S. 8. 

I WEAR a jewel in my heart. 

More brilliant than a diamond's light, 
And with it I would never part — 

Thy friendship is that jewel bright. 

When first we met, I seemed to know 

A kindred spirit dwelt in thee : 
Our hearts would thriU with friendship's glow, 

And echo back its melody. 
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I found thee all I thought, and more 

Than I in others often find: 
Thou dost not scan the casket o'er, 

And by its luster judge the mind. 

A handsome face thou wouldst admire, 

A sparkling eye, a queenly air ; 
But souls lit with seraphic fire 

Would claim thy homage sooner fiir. 

Friend of my heart I though years to come 

May drift our life-barks far apart, 
Thine image still will have a home, 

A cherished picture in my heart. 

If I may breathe a wish for thee, 

Dear friend, 't is this : that thou mayst find — 
And link with hers thy destiny — 

A loving heart and bounteous mind. 

Then smoothly glide adown life's stream, 

Its waves ne'er ruffled by a breath ; 
And, when life ends its fitful dream, 

Unite beyond the vale of death. 



WHAT IS LOVE? 



HAYS no words to answer thee: thou askest, What is love? 
Go read it in the dreamy stars that deck the heavens above: 
The fiowers, with up -turned faces, gaze in fondness on the skies. 
And the stars return their glances with trembling, love-lit eyes. 

5 
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Go ask the winding streamlet why it sings so sweet and low, 
Deep within whose crystal bosom pallid moon and star-gems glow ; 
Where beauteous snow-white lilies gently bend, each wave to 

kiss: 
Ah I the moon, and stars, and lilies have awaked that song of 

bliss. • 

See myriad cloudlets floating, through fields of ether light, 
Like angels soaring upward, all spotless, pure, and white : 
Each starts upon its journey, unguided and alone — 
Love tends them toward each other till they mingle into one. 

Listen to the fair, young Autumn, as she harps a song so sad : 
When earth's filled with dying beauties, can her loving heart be 

glad? 
When her fairest sister, Summer, with her crown of roses, dies. 
She comes and weeps above her, and breathes her last in sighs. 

Hear the zephyrs stealing kisses, among the grand old forest-trees, 
And the leaflets in lone whispers give them back to every breeze ; 
While the birds amid the branches sing in wild and joyous strain. 
Till it thrills the heart of Echo, and she breathes it out again. 

Then ask me not to tell thee the mystery of love : 

Go read it in the flowers, and in the stars above — 

In every silvery streamlet that murmurs through the vale, 

Singing to the moon and lilies the oft-repeated tale. 

Go read it in the cloudlets, as they mingle into one ; 
In the Autumn's wail of sorrow o'er the Summer, dead and gone ; 
Let the zephyrs, birds, and leaflets, tell the wondrous tale to thee, 
While the Echo in the valley still repeats her melody. 
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Then turn, and look within thee, in some secret, spirit-cell: 
Is that image only held there by " Friendship's magic spell" ? 
No, thy heart, where memories cherished, thoughts, pure and 

holy, throng. 
Is a " palace full of music," where love makes every song. 



GIVE ME THY BLESSING. 

Give me thy blessing : 
Let me, with clasped hands before thee kneeling, 
Feel once again thine arms around me stealing, 

In fond caressing. 

I love thee, dearest : 
How like a dream our first, our only meeting — 
" Unto thy heart," mine own kept on repeating, 

Let me be nearest. 

Vain was the asking : ' 

The mountain, wrapt in snow of God's own sending, 
Looks on the vale where spring is never ending. 

In sunshine basking. 

The cold wind blowing, 
From the MoMaa strings wakes music thrilling. 
While blossoms, blighted by its breath so chilling, 

0*er earth 'tis strewing. 
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'Tifl love's own power, 
While the won heart its sweetest songs is singing, 
The trembling lyre, with garlands to be wreathing. 

Of withered flowers. 

This desert crossing 
Has crushed from out my heart full half its gladness- 
At times I only feel within the madness 

Of billows tossing. 

The dream is broken: 
The visionary scenes before me passing, 
Gorgeous as clouds around the sunset massing, 

Spanned by God's token, 

Must set for ever. 
No more they'll wake my lonely heart to glowing, 
And o'er their memory I would ask the flowing 

Of Lethe's river. 

Give me thy blessing, 
To shed its light upon my life so dreary, 
And let me feel upon my brow so weary. 

Thy warm lips pressing. 

Give me thy blessing : 
Let me, with clasped hands before thee kneeling, 
Feel once again thine arms around me stealing — 

A last caressing. 



TO "BORCHAM." 86 



TO "BURCHAM." 



Through the long watches of the summer night, 
I've wandered o'er the path so ofl retraced 

In Memory's hall — ^by Recollection's light 
Read o'er the names by Friendship's finger traced. 

Forgotten is a word unknown to me. 
While "In Memoriam"'fl written everywhere: 

As the shell holds the murmur of the sea, 
My heart thy name, but 'tis not "Burcham" there. 

I had no thought, when in the " long ago " 
My " wit and pleasure flashed within thy home,'' 

That thy proud heart had eyer felt the glow 
That from the realm of Poesy doth come. 

Say, if my songs upon thy spirit steal 
Like balmy dew-drops on the drooping flower, . 

Throw off the mask at once, thyself reveal. 
Meet me at twilight's sweet and witching hour. 

Meet me, and let us talk of by-gone times. 
When life's green pathway through a dream-land lay. 

Where hearts are moved by songs and thrilled with rhymes. 
While fairy fingers o'er their harp-strings play. 
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LINES. 



0, MY heart is free as bird on the wing, 
When the winter has passed away, 

And its notes are heard in the music of spring, 
"When the streamlets and winds are at play I 

Alas ! alas ! 't was the autumn-breath 

That came all its roses to blight, 
But hope springs up 'mid decay and death, 

A star in the gloom of night. 

A spark concealed in the ashes lay, 

"Where its altar-fires had burned — 
A star from the night to herald day, 

When my heart from its dead hopes turned. 

Think not that the spring ne'er comes again 

Where the autumn once has been, 
For where her withered leaves had lain, 

Will buds and flowers be seen. 

Thus the human heart, with its hopes all crushed 

In the autumn dark and chill. 
Will sigh for the June when its roses blushed, 

Though it holds their fragrance still. 

The withered leaves and the winter's snow 

Oft cover the mountain's crest. 
While a lovely valley spreads out below. 

In spring's green verdure drest. 



And within the heart, though chilled and cold. 

When the winter's reign is o'er. 
The flowers of hope will again unfold 

Like those that bloomed before. 



'ADELE." 



Had her young heart a pang of sorrow felt ? 

Had she of fondest father been bereft? 
The weeping mother, who beside her knelt, 

Perchance alone in this sad world is left. 
Homeless and friendless, 'reft of hope and love, 
A little angel calling her from above. 

Fondly she clasped the lily to her breast, 
And hastened with it from war's gory field, 

Hoping to find once more a place of rest; 
But in a stranger-land the lips are sealed — 

The drooping flower upon her heart is crushed, 

The prattling of her only darling hushed. 

Ah I never more on humble cot will lie 
This beauteous blossom of a Southern land ; 

Her fairy feet have pressed the narrow way 
That leadeth upward to a golden strand. 

From parted lips, that sought to speak in vain, 

No moan of anguish will escape again. 



88 THE PICTURE — TO B. 

A moarning wanderer now— only a grave 
To chain her heart where she had sought for rest: 

Is there no sister-hand ont-stretched to save 
From utter want the lonely and oppressed ? 

You who are blessed with plenty and to spare, 

Let the poor refugee your pity share. 

In human breasts hearts of unbending steel 
Beat madly now — ^laugh when the cup of woe 

To prayerful lips is raised — will they not^Z 
When their returning cup shall overflow — 

When right ascends again the nation's throne, 

And they receive the mercy they have shown ? 



THE PICTURE-TO B, 

0, palace! memory-haunted, 

With rows of pictures hung — 
Poets who, from my childhood. 

Have charmed me when they sung : 
The shadow of an angel 

Is added to thy list : 
A face so fair, so boyish, 

A brow the muse has kissed. 

I gaze upon the picture, 
O'er which no shadow strays — 

Gentle as summer moonbeams 
The smile that o'er it plays. 



TO A. CLEMENT BHURTUEFE. 89 

Bryant, I will not tell thee 

That to my heart ^tis presQed ; 
And only say in whispers, 

Thou brightest one and best! 



TO A. CLEMENT SHURTLIFFE. 

0, WEART heart-lyre, mute so long — 

Cold, with the silence thou hast kept, 
Wake up and tremble into song — 

Thy chords once more are poet-swept. 
Sweet to my soul is this relief; 

Thy tender words have made me strong ; 
My heart's forgotten half its grief-^ 

'Twas suffering that hushed my song. 

Come with me to the dream-land fair, 

Where crystal fountains, hung with mist. 
With silvery music freight the air. 

Fragrant with amaranths just kissed ; 
Where rosy cloudlets fringed with gold 

Float sofUy o^er the distant blue. 
Shedding on flowers froin fleecy fold. 

Gay coronals of sparkling dew. 

We'll linger where Hie lilies blow. 
So pearly white, like angel's wing, 

Where roses, flushed with beauty's glow, 
Their odor on the zephyrs fling ; 
5* 
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And while thy soul rich nectar drinks 
From rippling font, and cloud-fold bright, 

I'll tell thee why my spirit shrinks, 
And why I vowed no more to write. 

I could no longer stand and wait, 

Grasping at pearls upon the shore, 
Nor ask the opening of the gate 

That barred me from the temple's door ; 
Though fairy music wooed me on. 

This thought was foremost in my brain : 
Souls, seraph-touched, have entrance won — 

I never shall the portal gain. 

Through the dim pathway traveled o'er, 

False hope had mocked me with her star, 
Then vanished, 'mid the tempest's roar. 

Behind the black wings ef despair. 
These thoughts within my bosom pent ; 

No cheerfulness in sight or sound. 
No smile-wreaths to the shadows lent — 

Dost wonder that I'm silence-bound ? 

Think not that I have told thee all : 

The burden is too heavy yet ; 
The poet-boy^ 8 untimely fall 

In memory lives — a sad regret. 
And still the coming autumn time 

Will waken in my heart " lament," 
That grief will measure into rhyme. 

For his " young life '^ so bravely " spenf 
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Upon the "robes of green and gold" 

Lies now the snow, so calm and white, 
And dainty child-feet, nnmbed with cold, 

Press down the frozen shroud to-night. 
Poor, homeless wanderers through the land, 

Made penniless by " despot's reign," 
How long shall tyrant's iron hand 

So rudely break the hearth-stone chain? 

Nay, do not weary with my theme. 

That seems the echo of the blast, 
For o'er my face I feel the gleam 

Of the old smile, come back at last. 
My heart, so burden-freighted, long 

Has poured its sorrows in thy ear, 
But powerless is my plaintive song. 

To soothe the " rigors " of the year. 



ANNIE CLARE. 

0, HER face is wondrous fair ! 
Like a sunbeam everywhere 
Is the smiling Annie Glare. 

Stolen not from artist's brush, 
On her cheek the rosy flush, 
Brighter than Aurora's blush. 



ANKIE CLABE. 

Flitting out between the showers^ 
Through the fickle April hours. 
Like the birds in forest-bowers. 

Through the woodland she will go, 
Hunting the first fiowers that blow, 
Fairer than they all I know. 

Annie Clare, sweet Annie Clare, 
Unto thee life's path is fair, 
While to me it seems so bare. 

Sunshine resting on thy head, 
Flowers bending 'neath thy tread, 
Mayst thou never see them dead I 

Annie, but for love of thine, 

Clinging to me like a vine, 

Earth would claim few-thoughts of mine. 

In the twilight of the day, 
Coming when she's tired of play. 
Kneeling at my feet to pray. 

Gazing in her upraised eyes, 
Blue and smiling like the skies, 
Tinged with light of Paradise, 

Pure as human e'er can be, 
I almost forgot that she 
Is but frail mortality. 
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SONNET. 



iHE little stream that sings where violets raise 
Their blue eyes heavenward, reaches, by and by, 
The mighty ocean mirroring the sky. 

The gentle breeze that fairy-fingered strays 
O'er the .Elian's music-haunted string, 
May be the weapon of the tempest-king, 

Who strews his path with wrecks of giant trees. 
The lonely star on the horizon's brim. 
That glimmers in the twilight faint and dim. 

Who knows but 'twas the ancient shepherds' sign ?) 

May flash and blaze along the zenith's line, 
A beacon-light to ships o'er dreary seas. 

And so with Genius^— though weak at first. 
It gathers strength and beauty, light from time ; 
Alone it soars, and, from a height sublime, 

Sends out its treasured thought — a glory-burst. 



fHOUGHTS IN THE MOONLIGHT. 

The past — ^what has it been to me. 
That I should wander o'er it now? 

A desert waste — a burning sea — 
A crown of thorns. upon my brow. 



/ 
94 THOUGHTS IN THE MOONLIGHT. 

'Tis true some hopes have budded there ; 

But, ah I they knew no blossoming : 
Some shadows in the noontide glare 

Have o'er me spread their screening wing. 

If autumn flowers, as frail as fair, 

Upon my path at times were tossed, 
Some poisonous breath, some chilling air 

Transformed the dew to blighting frost ; 
And as upon the passing breeze 

The stem its withered leaflets flung, 
I've sadly said to such as these. 

How oft my lonely heart has clung ! 

I've seen the moon on regal throne, 

Where stars, like lovers, round her pressed, 
And heard the brooklet's tender tone 

Unto the lilies on its breast ; 
And, gazing from my window now, 

I see the stars are faithful still. 
And for the lilies, white as snow, 

I hear the music o£ the rill. 

I've watched the glorious morn unbar 
• Night's starry gate with rosy hands, 
And seen the sun haste from afar 

To bind her brow with golden bands ; 
And I would be night's royal queen, 

The lily on the streamlet's breast. 
The morning draped in golden sheen. 

Rather than live with love not blest. 
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FETTERED. 

Tht heart is cold as marble to-day, 
Mine like a tendril around it clings : 

Loosen the chords of my lovOi I pray — 
Listen I dost hear how the wild bird sings ? 

Hush up the love-tones that into me steal, 
Borne on the zephyrs that oome from abroad ; 

When in the silence of evening I kneel, 
Thrust not thine image between mo and God. 

Take thy kisses so warm from my lips, 
Far from my dreams thy bright face remove ; 

Tell me no more of the heart's eclipse. 
Tell me no more of its *^ world of love" 

But loosen love's magical chord, I pray. 
That bindeth my heart and my soul to thee, 

And let me sing to the winds to-day, 

That I as the flower and streamlet am frea. 



I LIVE ALONE. 



I LivB alone— none ever read my heart. 
Its ceaseless longings and its wild unrest: 

Some fate has shut me from the world apart, 
With none to love — ^unlovely and unblest. 



96 I LIVE ALONE. 

I lire alone, an island in life's sea 
Of music, love, and flowers — a fairy-land, 

Where mortals gaze a moment eagerly, 
And only see the shore of rocks and sand. 

I live alone, and from life's changing stream 
Glean for my own heart-casket dazzling gems — 

Faces where Intellect, my idol, beams. 
Jewels befitting queenly diadems. 

I live alone, and read in others' eyes. 
How love from soul to kindred soul doth flow : 

I knew the thriU when bosoms heave with sighs. 
The quickened throb of hearts with love aglow. 

I live alone, but oft in fancy's realm, 
When Poesy has borne my thoughts aloft, 

I see a face that haunts me like a dream, 
And hear a voice .^lian-like and soft. 

I live alone, and love the good and pure — 
Minds filled with " thoughts that breathe and words 
that burn:" 

'Tis well the heart of woman can endure 
To love and love, and meet with no return. 

I live alone, and thus may live through life- 
It may be unto me a chastening rod ; 

An earthly image, ^mid this toil and strife. 
Might claim the homage that belongs to God. 



TO MT LITTLE NIECE, E. E. D. 9T 

live alone, and shall be satisfied, 
If my work-mark is but by God approved, 
And I am numbered with the glorified — 
In heaven at last I shall be known and loved. 

4 



TO MT LITTLE NIECE, E. E. D., 

WHO ASKS EVERY DAT, "WHBN WILL THE SPRING COME?" 

The brook's low murmur-song of bird, 
Sweet music that my child-heart stirred, 

Floats on the breeze to-day ; 
And glowing sunshine, warm and bright. 
Seeming like paradisal light. 

Drives winter's gloom away. 

The dainty violets, long asleep. 

Soon upward through the grass will peep. 

In valleys everywhere ; 
And buttercups, of brightest gold. 
Their tiny leaflets will unfold, 

To shed their fragrance there. 

Then, darling, in the sunny hours, 
Roaming with thee, to gather flowers, 

I'll be a child again — 
Forgetting all life's weary way. 
Which memory leads me o'er to-day, 

Its sorrow and its pain. 



98 BABY WALTER. 

Yes, fairy-child, when blossoms wake, 
I'll cull the brightest for thy sake, 

And wreathe thy brow so fair ; 
Asking the angels, up above, 
To guard thee with their Rnless love. 

And leave no cloud-lines there. 

Patience, my darling! though 'tis spring. 
And warbling birds are on the wing, 

The earth is damp and chill. 
I know "the sunshine's warm to-day," 
But in the valleys, far away, 

The blossoms slumber still. 

Be patient yet a little while— 
To me far holier is thy smile 

Than all the flowers I see. 
Old March must whistle fiercely round. 
Then gladsome April, violet-crowned. 

Will make the buds for thee. 



BABY WALTER. 



Came he in the autumn drear, 
When the leaves were brown and sere- 
Blossom of the dying year. 
Baby Walter! 



MY THOUGHTS. 99 

Heard we not the wind so wild, 
Saw we not the leaves up-piled, 
Watching while he wept or smiled ? 
Little Walter. 

Calling out our love anew, 
How our hearts unto him drew, 
As he older, prettier grew, 
Lovely Walter I 

Passing is thy babyhood, 
All within thy tracks have stood, 
All like thee been pure and good. 
Darling Walter. 

Ethel, 'tis thy little brother, 
His the same as thine, thy mother : 
May he bind the four together. 
Baby Walter 1 



MY THOUGHTS. 



I AM not always sad — some joy 
Is mine. I love for mournful thought 

To quiet bliss. Gold's part alloy: 
Shadows are with the sunshine wrought. 

Variety doth life enhance — 

Pleasure would weary with its rounds, 
Had it no end. Smiles that entrance 

Oft cunning steal from under frowns. 
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I like extremes whene'er they meet — 
The coldness of the fHgid zone 

Blent with the torrid's burning heat — 
The gayest crowd, then all alone. 

The heart that's always peacefal, calm, 
Knows not the wildest happiness 

When tones of loye, life's healing balm, 
Tune eyery chord to tenderness. 

I cannot bear serenity. 

Unmoved by aught. Giye me the flash 
Of anger in the eye — ^the sea 

Tossing beneath the tempest's lash. 

The face must every feeling show, 
The sting of pain, the thrill of bliss ; 

Love through the eyes in softness glow, 
Its seal for me a burning kiss. 

I hate the formal, stately bow 
Of recognition made by frimda : 

'Twill do for strangers, I allow — 
Friendship or love the hand extends. 

Give me the poet's passion-fire. 
Or proud ambition's thirst for fame. 

Rather than be with no desire 
To leave behind him e'en a name. 

I de not ask through life to glide 
Like leaflets o'er a sleeping lake. 

While others fearful storms outride : 
Some billows o'er my bark should break. 
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For me the chalice must be mixed ; 

Some tears will sweeter make life's wine ; 
Some disappointments come betwixt ; 

Trials that will the soul refine. 



80 LET ME IIVE. 

INSCRIBED TO DR. W. W. LAHBUTH. 

So let me liye, that when at last 

I come the vale of death to tread, 
The. storms of life all oyer — ^past ! 

I on His breast may lean my head, 
Let me with poverty contend, 

So I but gain the recompense, 
The prize that waits me at the end — 

Eternal, rich inheritance ! 

Let me with the apostle say, 

" I've kept the faith, I've fought the fight. 
Gained over death the victory ; 

Keserve for me a crown of light." 
Let no regret my bosom sting. 

For Christian duty left undone ; 
Let memory no remembrance bring 

Of crosses that I sought to shun. 

No time of murmuring at my lot. 

Or almost yielding to despair ; 
God's grace and mercy half forgot, 

Borne to me on the wings of prayer. 



102 TWO YEARS AaO. 

No time of silentness, when I 
A word of comfort might have given, 

And pointed, with Faith's eager eye. 
The mourning heart to hope and heaven. 

Let those on earth I love the best 

In that dark hour around me stand ; 
With whom life's weary path I've pressed^ — 

Heart linked to heart, and hand in hand. 
And when these hands grow icy-cold 

Upon my slowly-heaving breast, 
In sweet tranquillity I'd fold, 

And, smiling, whisper, " This is rest." ■ 

Let those with whom I've met so oft 

In Christian converse, here below, 
Sing songs to cheer me, sweet and soft, 

As o'er the billows cold I go. 
When on my ear the cadence dies. 

With angels, Jesus, for my guide, 
let my soul unfettered rise 

Where streams of living waters glide ! 



TWO TEARS AGO. 

INSCRIBED TO MRS. G. D. PRENTICE. 

Twice have the roses bloomed and died : 
Twice have the lilies raised their cups 
And wooed the dews at eventide : 



TWO YEARS AGO. 103 

Twice have the violets oped their ejes, 
Like sapphire-Btars in April's crown, 
'Neath smiling suns and weeping skies : 

Twice have the spring's soft zephyrs strayed 

O'er the -^olian's trembling strings ; 
But 0, how sad the songs they played ! 

Twice has the summer's ripened grain 
Waved like a sea of burnished gold 
Since he, thy noble boy, was slain. 

Twice o'er the earth has autumn sighed 

In sadder tones than e'er before 
Since he, alas I was wounded— died. 

Two years ago, two years ago : 

Ah! 'tis an idle thought that time 
Will soothe the heart and heal its woe. - 

Two years ago he went to sleep 

In yonder .still necropolis — 
Two years ago, and still I weep ! 

The flowei*B that die bloom bright again. 

The spring as smilingly returns. 
To break stem winter's icy chain. 

If what the heart loves tenderly 
Is sent again with life renewed. 
Should not its cherished idols be ? 

Ah ! God's great love o'erreaching.ours, 
Seeing the path through burning sand, 
Marks out a new one through the flowers. 



104 WHEN I WOULD DIB. 

WHEN I WOULD DIE. 

DEDICATED TO LIZZIE C. 8- 



NoT when the breath of winter-time 

Floats out o'er hill and dale, 
And snowy flakes descend to earth, 

Borne on the rugged gale ; 
When tiny shrubs and ^ant trees 

Are stripped of yerdure green, 
And every little murmuring stream 

Is spread with silver sheen — 

" Not then ; no ! not then." 

Not when the gentle maiden. Spring, 

Trips o'er the land with velvet feet, 
And balmy gales from southern isles 

Come back perfumed with odors sweet, 
To sing a mournful funeral-dirge 

O'er winter's cold and cheerless tomb, 
Then wake the earth to life again, 

That buds may burst and flowerets bloom- 
" Not then ; no I not then." 

Not when the sultry summer air 
Drinks every dew-drop from the flower. 

And thirsting plants lift up their heads, 
And silent crave each passing shower ; 
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When Sol's bright beams descend to earth 

To drink each little streamlet dry, 
And parch the thirsting, withering plant, 

Till flowers droop their heads and die — 
" Not then ; no ! not then." 

Not when the beauteous landscape glows 

With hues of autumn's coloring, 
And like some soft ^olian strain 

The sighing zephyrs sweetly sing ; 
When forests shed their golden leaves. 

That whisper, as they fall, " Decay ;" 
When withered leaflets strew the ground, 

With these I would not pass away — 
" Not then , no ! not then." 

Not when the brilliant orb of day 

" Rolls up the sky his fiery car," 
And distant hum of busy life 

Floats out upon the stilly air ; 
When anxious thoughts disturb the brain, 

And hearts contend with hope and fear, 
That weighs the wearied body down. 

And marks the brow with lines of care — 
" Not then ; no ! not then." 

Not when behind the cloud-capped hills 

The god of day has sunk to rest, 
And left a while his glittering beams 

To gild with gold the purpled west ; 
6 
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When twilight draws her sable screen 

To hide the waning evening light, 
And nature stills her throbbing breast, 
And dons her mantle for the night — 
" Not then ; 6 no ! not then." 



But when fair Luna gilds the sky, 

And sheds her beams o'er all the earth, 
Surrounded by her starry train. 

That sang so sweetly at their birth ; 
When stillness reigns throughout the land. 

And Morpheus holds his magic sway, 
Then Azrael's touch should still my breath ; 

Then is the time I'd pass away — 
yes, I'd die at night I 

'Tis then a blest seraphic throng 

Leave for a while their own bright sphere. 
And come to watch o'er those they love : 

Ah, yes 1 they would be hovering near. 
I know that to my dying couch 

My angel-brothers then would come ; 
They'd wait to catch my parting breath. 

And bear my weary spirit home. 

Loved ones should gather round my bed. 
And point me to my home on high ; 

No pang of grief should thrill a breast. 
No tear be wiped from any eye. 
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And when to all I love so dear 

A parting blessing had been given, 
As Jordan's waves rolled o'er my head, 

I'd whisper back, "We'll meet in heaven." 



REST AT HOME. 

Let labor, toil, and care oppress, 
And fill mj soul with weariness ; 
Let sorrow cast its sable cloud, 
And all my earthly hopes enshroud ; 
For soon on earth I'll cease to roam. 
And then I'll find sweet rest at home. 

Let scorching fever rack this brain. 
This aching head still throb with pain ; 
Let sickness rack this mortal clay, 
And mark it with a slow decay ; 
Let sickness, pain, and sorrow come — 
When these are o'er, I'll rest at home. 

Let grief its bitter pang impart, 

And thrill each chord within my heart ; 

My hopes of heaven will still be bright, 

And fill my soul with fond delight : 

This thought will light each hour of gloom- 

The thought that I shall rest at home. 



108 TO A CLOUD. 

Let death arrest this feeble frame, 
And worms for food this body claim ; 
Let flowers bloom above my grave, 
And crystal dews their leaflets lave ; 
For then, where fadeless flowers bloom, 
I'll gain an endless rest at home. 



TO A CLOUD. 

Gat silver-tinted cloud, 
Dost thou an angel shroud 

In thy pure folds so bright — 
A form that never sleeps, 
But by some pillow keeps 

Its vigil through the night ? 

Or art thou hovering here 
To catch an evening prayer. 

And waft it up on high ? 
If so, my prayer shall be 
That I may rise, like thee. 

To yonder radiant sky. 

Or dost thou come so near 
To shed the pearly tear 

With those bowed down with grief? 
If this thy mission be. 
Extend thy sympathy, 

And give sad hearts relief. 
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Attend the widow's moan, 
Weep with the orphan lone, 

And palliate their woe : 
Ofb sympathizing loye 
The burden will remove, 

And tears will cease to flow. 

Or art thou filled with dew, 
On flowering beds to strew, 

Their thirsting leayes to laye ? 
Then dewy tears thou 'It shed 
On many a floweret's head 

Above a cherished grave. 

Bright cloud, with snowy crest, 
Like spirits of the blest 

Thou seemest now to me ; 
Floating through ether air 
To Eden-land afar — 

I would I were with thee ! 

Qay cloud, on elfin-wing 
Around my spirit fling 

A halo of thy light. 
And let me hold it there 
As yonder glowing star 

Is held in dew-drops bright ! 



110 TO — . 



TO 



''Light-footed Spring came with a smile for all, 

Calling the buds unto their blossoming, 
Breaking the chain from fettered waterfall, 
Loading with odors sweet the zephyr's wing, 

Dotting with milk-white clouds the morning sky, 

Waking in silent woods a choral hymn, 
Making the maiden for her lover sigh, 
. Bringing sweet memories in the twilight dim, 

Sprinkling the earth with pearl-drops through the night. 
Setting a star within each crystal heart. 

Wooing us out with dreams o'er plains of light. 
To where the gates of bliss seemed half-apart. 

Then when the midnight wrapt its solemn spell 
Around the heart of her fair daughter. May, 

Out of her hand the gentle scepter fell — 
Spring in her regal beauty passed away. 

What though she died with roses on her brow ? 

Her joyous life, her death, to me were naught: 
Unto the heart that loved thee, then as now. 

Nor loving word, nor kiss, nor sigh, she brought. 

" Summer has murmured with her leafy lips," 
Like a bright girlhood is her cloudless June ; 
The bee from lilies sweetest nectar sips — 
Still trembles on my lyre the same sad tune. 



I SEND THEE A KISS. Ill 

What is the offering that thou dost demand — 

That will to me thy silent lips unseal — 
That I before thee may acquitted stand, 

And on my face once more thy kisses feel ? 

I'll bring from Bacchus' brow the clinging vine, * 
Where purple clusters nestle 'mong the leaves ; 

From Ceres' forehead fair I will untwine 
Her stately coronal of golden sheaves. 

Were I a Peri, banished here below, 
I'd .seek no more an entrance to the skies; 

But to thy heart, with richest offerings go, 
Until its portals oped — my paradise. 



I SEND THEE A KISS. 



I SEND thee a kiss on the zephyrs light 

The morning stole from the star-crowned night. 

Cooling and fragrant it passeth by, 
First in a whisper, then in a sigh. 

Seeming the breath of a sea-girt isle. 
Where tropical beauties blush and smile ; 

Or messenger sent from musical sea, 
To bear this kiss from my lips to thee. 



112 ADBLL. 



A pledge of love, thou hast asked it oft •. 
I send thee a kiss, and a sigh as soft. 

Between the two I'll let thee choose ; 
The one accept, and one refuse. 

Up from my heart they stole to my lips, 
And one the other must eclipse. 

Right willingly I send the gift, 
The doubting from thy heart to lift ; 

And on the breath that comes from the sea 
Send the rejected back to me. 



ADELL. 



0, WINDS that sing in sighs to-night ! 

Through leafless trees, o'er graves of flowers, 
"While memory gathers up the light 

Of happier days, evanished hours, 
Go whisper in your saddest tone. 
Close to his ear, "Alone ! alone !" 

And bear upon your wings this kiss — 

Once it was nectar to his lips ; 
Our love a momentary bliss. 

Shut from our hearts by woe's eclipse. 
Though coldly he reject the gift, 
I send it on thy wings adrift. 
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Tell him "what time that came between 

The blighted leaf and falling frost;" 
(I care not though he smile serene,) 

How much his look of coldness cost : 
Yes, tell him how my heart grew calm, 
With bitterness its only balm. 

"Two souls with but a single thought'' 

Were seyered by a single breath ; 
A breath, with words of poison fraught, 

Doomed bliss to woe and hope to death. 
Ah, 'twas a thoughtless word I spoke, 
But uttered o'er two hearts it broke I 

0, sobbing winds and restless heart I 

So burdened now with unshed tears. 
He scarce would know your tones apart : 

Go tell him when, in coming years, 
He stands in manhood's might and pride, 
He'll come to claim me for his bride. 

Yes, 'twas a bright, prophetic dream 

That crowned my sleeping yester-night ; 
Where lily crowns lay on a stream. 

Whose waters played with beams of light. 
We met ; 0, 'twas a magic spell. 

Dwelt in thy words, " Mine own Adell, 
Upon my heart come find thy rest, 

As on the stream that lily-crest, 
For just as pure to me and fair 

Is thine own image mirrored there." 
6* 



114 TWINE FOR MY BROW NO LAUREL-WREATH. 

TO MRS. M. A. POSTON, 

OF ELIZABETHTOWN, KY. 

Thanks, lady, for the loyely flowers, 

Thy present yester-eve ; 
Upon this darkened earth of ours 

They oft a brightness weave. 

Thanks, lady; but I may not tell 
' How much I prize the gifl, 

Thou knowest 'tis a holy spell 
The thoughts that upward life. 

How oft they've withered on thy way, 
Their leaflets turned to dust. 

Yet blooming round thy heart to-day 
Are some that thou canst trust I 

may thy peace no more be marred 

By any dark alloy. 
Life's path be bright and blossom-starred 

Unto thy absent bqy I 



TDVINE FOR MY BROW NO LAUREL-WREATH 

Twine for my brow no laurel-wreath 

To cover up the thorns of care. 
While wildly in my heart beneath 

Bages the winter of despair. 
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Stem Daty standing by my side, 
Points to a pathway barren, rough, 

Where sunbeams under shadows hide ; 
My heart rebels, His not enough. 

Toil and care my life has been, 
A lonely path my feet have pressed ; 

Will not some respite come between. 
When hands and weary heart may rest? 

Oft weary of the pulse of thought, 

That beats so. madly in my brain, 
I've shut my aching eyes and sought 

To still its throbbings, but in yain. 

Ah, what to me the flattering smile. 
Praise-offerings human lips may bring 7 

The song that charms them so the while 
Leaves in mine own a silent string. 

A sounding brass to me is fame. 
What though the world my work approve ? 

All else is but an empty name 
Unto my thirsting hSart, but love. 

Give me the fervent clasp of hands, 

The tender glance, the gentle tone. 
Of souls linked by love's mystic bands ; 

'Tis these that I would call my own. 

A mind with thoughts ennobling filled, 
A soul that would to heaven aspire ; 

By purity and beauty thrilled, 
And only moved by good desire. 



116 LEAVE ME ALONE. 

Give me a love as angel's pure, 

A faith that all things would believe ; 

With charity to all endure, 
A heart that never would deceive. 

Then for my brow no chaplet bring, 
To cover up the thorns of care ; 

But to my heart make offering, 

And fill the aching void that's there. 



LEAVE ME ALONE. 

Leave me alone — I cannot bear 
The weight of words upon my heart ; 

Only the silent breath of prayer 
Can rend the gloomy clouds apart. 

Leave me alone — perchance a rift 
May yet reveal a brighter side. 

When He his heavy hand shall lifl, 
And leave me chastened, purified. 

Leave me alone — ^I cannot tell 
The bitterness of life I feel, 

Nor is it thine to break the spell, 
And turn this tide of woe to weal. 

Leave me alone — it is my fate 
To tread the valley of despair; 

In patience I would learn to wait 
Until the morning breaketh there. 
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Leave me alone, nor vainly seek 

The raging of the storm to still ; 
He in a still, small voice will speak, 

And calm the sea, when 'tis his will. 

Leave me alone amid the gloom : 

In darkness there is light to me — 
It is the darkness of the tomb 

Links life to immortality. 



LORD, HUMBLED IN THE DUST. 

Lord, humbled in the dust, 
I bow me at thy feet ; 
Close to thy ear my trembling lips repeat, 

Teach my faint heart to trust. 

I know not where to go, 
If here I am denied : 
0, let the fountain from thy wounded side 

Cleanse me from every woe I 

This quiet morning hour. 
Shut from the world apart, 
I plead a blessing for my burdened heart — 

A Pentecostal shower. 

World-weary and oppressed, 
I bow me at thy feet ; 
And wait to hear thee speak, in accents sweet, 

" Peace" to my troubled breast. 



118 "BLESSED ARE THE POOR.*' 

Like to the lonely dove, 
With drooping wings that lowered, 
To rest secure where Ararat still towered, 

The threatening flood above. 

. Upon life's billow tossed, 
Hope leads me through the gloom ; 
Within thy ark of love I seek for room — 
Rest that will nothing cost. 

No offering but sin — 
A tide of bitter tears 
And blackened wreck of many misspent years — 

Yet hope to enter in, 

"Ask, and ye shall receive" — 
Most precious words of thine ! 
And in my heart I feel the promise mine : 

Lord, I believe and live. 



"BLESSED ABE THE POOE.^' 

I've seen the scornful glance go round. 
And wreathe the lips with haughty smile : 

Tell me, does Christian charity 
Abound within the heart the while ? 

Disdainfully they turn from those 
The lonely walks of life who tread. 

The while they offer prayers to Him 
Who had not where to lay his head. 
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Dress is to them the outward sign 

Of goodness, purity within — 
A diamond sparkling on the breast 

Has canceled oft a grievous sin. 

The jeweled crown of royalty. 

The linen fine and purple dress, 
The struggling light of genius hides, 

And makes true greatness yalueless. 

With what a stately step they pass 

The humble, quiet cottage-door. 
Remembering not the words of Him 

Who said how blessed are the' poor I 

Their hearts are closely shut and steeled 

'Gainst human want and woe untold. 
And yet how readily they yield 

And soflen at the touch of gold I 

Poor, giddy ones 1 not what ye have. 
But what and how, to whom 'tis given, 

A kindly act, a word of love. 
That's whispered through the gates of heaven. 

If on the weary way of life. 

Ye but a cup of water lift 
Unto the trembling, thirsty lips, 

God sees and owns the humble gifl. 

Let those who will scorn poverty 
Glance haughtily toward cottage-door : 

It is enough that Jesns said. 
On earth, 'that blessed are the poor. 



120. I ASK TO BE REMEMBEBED THEBE. 

I ASK TO BE BEUEMBEBED THEBE. 

TO W. W. L. 

When blush of mom on eastern hill 
Shall usher in the new-bom day, 

And birds with sweet cantatas fill 
The woodland valleys far away, 

While thou shalt kneel in secret prayer, 

I ask to be remembered there. 

And when the weary noontide hour 
Shall bring a short respite from care, 

Silent and thirsting as the flower 
Thy heart shall lift itself in prayer, 

O, wilt thou whisper not my name— 

For me some humble blessing claim ? 

When holy hush of eventide 
Steals o'er the earth on somber wing. 

And heaven's gates seem open wide. 
Ready for earthly offering. 

Ask, in thy fervent prayer to God, 

That I may meekly bear his rod. 

'T is then that angels hover near. 
And wait to catch the incense sweet. 

The earnest prayer, the silent tear. 
And bear them to the mercy-seat : 

Ask hope for my despondency — 

Instead of weakness, strength for me. 
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Ask that afflictions light may seem 

While I upon His promise rest, 
That faith may constant lend its beam, 

While patience makes " His way seem best.'' 
In every prayer repeat my name — 
For me each day some blessing clum. 



I CANNOT WRITE. 



I CANNOT write, and yet to me 

There's brightness o'er the earth and sky, • 
And thoughts come rushing wild and free— 

I may not bind them-7-tell me why ? 

I may not write, and yet a rush 

Of music in my heart I feel, 
A voluntary, thrilling gush — 

In vain I try to break the seal. 

The summer's leaves are all astir 
With whispers stolen from the air. 

That mingle with the constant whir 
Of winged songsters fluttering there. 

The evening hangs a purple mist 

Around the golden-crested hills, 
And lovers who would keep a tryst. 

Are wooed by blossom-margined rills. 



122 I CANNOT WEITB. 

The bright Jane, with her perfumed lips, 
Goes singing through the meadow-lands, 

Where bees between their hummings sip 
From nectar^cups where clover stands. 

The wind-swept fields of ripening wheat 
Send out a constant monotone : 

All nature joins in concert sweet — 
I keep the silence all alone. 

I cannot write — again, again 
I strive my feelings to express, 

Then pause and list to nature's strain, 
That seems to mock my silentness. 

It is as if some olden love 
Came back unto a broken heart, 

Its truth and constancy to prove, 
But from the chords no echoes start. 

It is as if some gentle rain 

Besought a parched and withered flower 
To lifl its drooping head again. 

And smile within the woodland-bower. 

It is a phantasy — a dream. 
That binds me with its silentness, 

And sadder than my feelings seem 
The thoughts o'er which I'm powerless. 

Dost think no happiness I see. 

Because a shadow throws its wings 

Across the path God marks for me. 
And hoyers o'er me when I sing? 
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'Tis mine of earthly bliss the height, 
And mine to feel the deepest woe : 

The starless darkness of the night 
Gives to the morn a brighter glow. 



TELL ME, AM I FORGOTTEN NOW? 

Tell me, am I forgotten now ? 

And was love's rippling fountains stirred 
To break in waves against a heart 

As restless as a fettered bird ? 

glorious vision, fleeting dream, 
A lovely pathway, blossom-starred. 

Lit up with paradisal gleam I 
Must it henceforth be shadow-barred ? 

Was it for this I longed to see 

Thy smiling face through weary years ? 

To drink thy soul's sweet minstrelsy. 
And have mine own o'erflow with tears ? 

trembling heartstrings, poet-swept. 
Thy gushing song in sighs must end ; 

1 felt this evening as I wept. 

How much thy tender chords could bend. 

I sought the chalice brimmed with wine. 
The draught was nectar, rich and rare ; 

The inspiration seemed divine, 
But dew from Lotus-blooms was there. 



124 TO MISS BELLE B. 

0, bright stars I looking out so meek 
Upon the quiet summer-night, 

You learn me patience when I'm weak, 
And bid me upward turn for light. 

Through the long day my heart has wove 
This simple rhyme again, again, 

Till every other thought is drove 
From out my weary heart and brain: 

He asked me once why I was sad — 
My face revealed no lines of woe. 

My brow was smooth, my smile was glad ; 
Love unretumed has made me so. 



TO MISS BELLE B., 

or WEST POINT, KENTUCKY. 

Thanks for the lovely flowers you sent — 
Fragrance and beauty sweetly blent 

I find in these fair flowers. 
The brightest glory of the spring 
Is Nature's floral offering, 

To this sad world of ours. 

I kiss these rose-buds, half apart. 
And lilies, holding in their hearts 

The breath of purity ; 
And ask that on thy pathway here, 
From dawn to close of every year. 

May bloom such flowers for thee. 
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NOT UNTO ME. 



Not unto me, not unto me, 

The words that from his sweet lips fall : 
Another wakes their minstrelsy : 

I hear the music — that is all ! 

They in the moonlight keep a tryst, 
Their dream of bliss fulfilled at last. 

While I to trembling lips unkissed 
Press the dead blossoms of the past 

The winter months have come between. 
Ah, me I it seems so long ago 

Since first he called me " peerless queen,'' 
Vowing he loved me — ^was it so ? 

This question I have asked so oft 

Is echoed in the silence yet ; 
A painful whisper comes, though soft, 

" The lover may his vow forget I" 

0, heart ! where buds of feeling spring 
And blossom into grandest thought, 

I deemed unfeigned thy offering 
That unto me unasked was brought. 

Spring-time may change the gloomy earth 
Into a lovely " smiling land,'' 

Filled with the music-notes of mirth ; 
I '11 only see a storm-wrapt strand. 



126 LOVED AND LOST. 

Perchance His for my good, and I 
Should teach my heart to be content, 

Nor longer question yainly why 
So little weal for me is meant. 

Like meteor-flashes in the night 
The smiles of love that cross my way, 

And in my heart their lingering light 
Keveals some cherished hopes to-day. 



LOVED AND LOST. 

INSCRIBED TO R. 



Mournful as a wail from automn comes the bird-song on the air, 
And the June sun's lurid brightness is to me a mocking glare. 
Shadows rest upon the valley ; sadly singeth now the rill, 
And a misty vapor hovers o'er the brow of every hill. 

In the grove to-day I wandered — 'twas my first Elysian bower. 
Where love's tender dream stole o'er me, and I willing owned its 

power. 
Every thought and every feeling of my heart was linked with thee, 
But, alas I to life is left me nothing but thy memory. 

Earth thy lovely form has folded in her cold and silent breast, 
And I've prayed, God knows how earnest, that beside thee I 

might rest, '^ 

That the quiet, dreamless slumber that the dead and living part, 
Might soon still the painful throbbings of my weary, lonely 

heart. 
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'T is a weary time, dear Mary, since that evening long ago, 
When I stood within the shadows, while the moonlight's mellow 

glow 
On thy brow of snowy whiteness like a crown of silver laid. 
Where I pressed my lips so often 'twixt the loving woi-ds I said. 

In my heart is held thine image, as in streamlet's breast the star, 
As the full-blown, fragrant blossom holds the morning's dewy 

tear; 
And I thought our paths^ converging, soon would mingle into one, 
But, my Ms0ry, thine has ended, and mine leadeth on alone. 

And they tell me time will banish every vestige (rf my woe : 
Will the music of the streamlets start again in gladdened flow ; 
Wreathe the hills in olden beauty, now with gloominess o'ercast ; 
Starb the shadows from the valley ere the summer months be 
passed ? 

But how vain and how unmeaning fall they on my bleeding 

heart I 
Words intended for my solace making painful memories start. 
Did they know how well I loved thee, how I idolize thee yet. 
They would leave me to my sorrow, cease to urge me to forget. 

Death life's crowning hope has blighted— rudely broken love's 

first vow. 
And there's nothing left me, darling, that to earth can bind me 

now; 
Nothing but these dear mementoes— flowers that faded in thy hair ; 
Lines traced by thy gentle fingers, and this picture, so fair 1 



128 0, LET ME WEEP ! 

Thine the brow of snowy whiteness, thine the softly beaming 

eyes, 
Round the lips the sweet smile playing— dost thou wear it in the 

skies ? 
These are now my earthly treasures, all that death has left to me : 
Mary, what is life without thee ? Ah, it seems eternity. 



0, LET ME WEEP! 

O, LET*me weep 1 nay, do not stop the tide 
Of bitter tears that from tHeir fountain gush, 

Till vain ambition, flattering hope, and pride. 
Their whisperings of each faithless promise hush. 

0, let me weep ! mine is a burdened heart — 
Its chalice filled so oft from Marah's stream ; 

Half from its human idols rent apart, 
Half clinging still unto a baseless dream. 

0, let me weep I until I cease to feel 
Earth's hoUowness, the weariness of life ; 

Till all its woes are recompensed by weal. 
And peace that passeth knowledge soothe its strife. 

0, let me weep I while angry billows rise, 
And surge, and beat, in constant restlessness ; 

Until the murky clouds pass from the skies. 
And leave them smiling, calm, and shadowless. 
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0, let me weep ! hast thou not seen the rill 
That, gently rippling, coursed its onward way, 

Fed by the storm, its channel overfill, 
And o'er the bank in threatening swiftness play ; 

Then, when the raging of the storm was o'er. 
And earth had eager drunk the flood of rain. 

Sink back into its pebbly bed once more, 
And clasp the sky unto its breast again? 

Then let me weep I each tear a burden brings 
Up from the heart it could no longer bear : 

Soon peace, sweet peace, will furl its sunny wings, 
And calm and smooth the troubled waters there. 



TO B. B. 

Hast thou seen the fragile vine, 
Clinging to the barren rock. 

Round the tree its tendrils twine. 
Deadened by the lightning's shock ? 

Like that vine I seem to be, 

Tree and rock mortality, 

Wondering often why I cling 

Unto such a weary, thing. 

Shut within a prison strong, 
Thought and feeling half-repressed, 

Sending out a mournful song 
Like a burden from my breast. 
7 



130 TO B. B. 



No imaginary whim 
Are these walls so dark and dim : 
Binding, s'tern realities, 
Life's conventionalities. 

I have seen the sunset lay, 
Like a sea of burning glass, 

On the whitened brow of day, 
dthen into a leaden mass 

Stretch along the zenith's line : 

Such has been each dream of mine — 

Flashing out a glory bright, 

Folded in a pall of night. 

Comes the question oft to me, 

In a dreary under-tone. 
Is there one who cares for thee ? 

And the answer is, "Alone." 
Through my heart it comes and goes, 
Like a rushing tide of woes, 
Till it grows too wide and deep. 
That I bow my head and weep. 

Restless as the heaving deep 

Grieves my lonely heart at times. 
And the storms that through it sweep 
Leave it filled with broken rhymes. 
But the song more cheerful grows. 
Lighter seems its weight of woes ; 
Half a joy seems life to me, 
Friend of mine, when I'm with thee. 
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OCTOBER. 

October, sweet October ! glad I welcome thee again, 

Though clouds are breaking from thy brow in cold and sobbing 

rain; 
When thou art done with weeping, tell me what has grieved 

thee so ; 
My heart will ache no worse to hear thy sad, sad tale of woe. 

Thou wast the loveliest month to me in seasons gone before ; 
O wear again the same bright smile that lit thy face of yore ; 
And let thy voice resume once more the dear-remembered tone, 
Ere my young heart had ever felt what 'twas to be "alone." 

O, I had longed for di^iys to see thy sunlight's mellow glow 
In golden radiance wrap the eari'h and cover up its woe I 
And I had thought that thou wouldst sing a requiem for the dead, 
And with thy music soothe to rest the weary heart and head. 

O Courtlandl 'tis for thee she weeps — she standeth o'er thy 

grave. 
And mourneth like the sea when there's a sigh in every wave ; 
And with her I would kneel me down, and weep my heart away, 
If it would animate again thy cold and pulseless clay. 

The early frost has blighted all the flowers that were his pride. 
But they had bloomed not half so bright or lovely since he died. 
The books he loved, a silent flute, a harp with broken strings. 
Within his home lie idle now, but they are cherished things. 



132 TO BETTIE S. 

0, give me but a withered flower^ne that he loved the best ! 
And I will wear it on my heart ; Hwill quiet its unrest. 
Whene'er I touch my harp-strings now, they whisper Courtland's 

name: 
Can we not love the living, and love the dead the same ? 

October, sweet October I thy clouds have passed away ; 

Is it the deepest sorrow that lasts but for a day? 

The lonely dew-gemmed morning swings back night's starry gate. 

And blushing comes to meet thee with happiness elate. 

Then let thy softened sunlight, as in the olden time, 
Flood earth in dreamy radiance and mingle with my rhyme ; 
Enwrap in deep oblivion earth's sorrow and its blight. 
And o'er my shadowed pathway send out a gleam of light. 



TO BETTIE S., 

OP DANVILLE, KENTUCKY. 

'TwAS gathered for thee, this rose-bud sweet. 
Where the mom had trod with her jeweled feet. 
Scattering pearl-drops over the green. 
Shedding her golden bars between. 

Dewy and fragrant out of the night 
(That were through my sleeping a dream so bright,) 
It came in the charm of the queenly May — 
Holding my blessing, I send it away. 



, I DO NOT LOVB THEE. 133 

Beautiful bud, on thy mission baste, 
Nor odorous breath on the zephyrs waste, 
Nor whisper breathe from thy lips apart 
Of words that are folded within thy heart. 

Tell her what time the bright June weaves 
His garlands of lilies, with waxen leaves ; 
Together we'll wander side by side, 
Where their white cups dip in the laughing tide. 

Beautiful bud, on thy mission go. 
And bear this kiss on thy mouth of snow ; 
While pressing thy lips to her cheek so fair, 
0, how I shall wish that mine own were there 1 



I DO NOT LOYE THEE, 

TO ONE WHO WILL UNDERSTAND. 

I DO not love theet 'tis a vain endeavor 
I've made so long, nor shalt thou fondly dream 

Of hopes that may be consummated, never 
Lighting thy future with a fitful gleam. 

I do not love thee : let me be forgiven 
When I to thee the painful secret break ; 

Duty and pity in my heart have striven — 
I kept it, and must tell it for thy sake. 
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I do not love thee : though my lips have quivered, 
And pallid grown my face when we have met ; 

With feelings undefined my frame has shivered, 
Half-formed, it seemed, of coldness, half-regret. 

I do not love thee — ^feel within my bosom 
No thrill of bliss its tenderest chords along. 

Like breath of spring, that warms and wakes the blossom 
To life, and beauty-streamlet into song. 

I do not love thee : ah I there is no linking 
Of soul to soul, no flow from heart to heart ; 

When near thee oft I feel a fearful shrinking. 
Which tells me that our paths must lead apart. 

I do not love thee ; and the seeming glory 
That threw a halo round the summer eves, 

Was no reflection of the same old story. 
Told when the maiden gleaned ^mong golden sheaves. 

Ah, no I it was a false light round thee gleaming. 
From hopes that have their birth-place here below, 

Like to the glimmer folded round our dreaming, 
Or mirages that o'er the desert glow. 

I do not love thee : oft as I have listened 
Unto thy love-words falling on my heart, 

I've thought of starlights on the snow that glistened. 
And read thereon a striking counterpart. 

I do not love thee : still unoped the portal. 

The sacred, inner temple of the heart ; 
A harp within unswept as yet by mortal. 

From which no sweet love-freighted echoes start. 
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I do not love thee : thou wilt find another, 

Whose thoughts with thine will flow like summer's clime : 
Be unto me a friend, a common brother — 

Forgive, forget these painful words I rhyme. 



ril MEET THEE. 

I'll meet thee when the radiant stars, 
At evening's calm and mystic hour, 
Light up the poet's fancied bower, 

Where all a hue of beauty wears. 

I'll meet thee, if thou wilt but say. 
My hands shall clasp upon thine eyes. 
Beaming like soft Italian skies, 

Illumed with sunset's richest ray. 

Ah, me 1 I would not have thee know 
How frail the casket is, how plain ; 
But I would tell again, again. 

How first I loved thee long ago. 

I was a child when first I heard 
The deep-toned music of thy lute; 
My spirit drank though I was mute. 

And fluttered like a prisoned bird. 

How eagerly my eyes still trace 
The thoughts where'er I see thy name, 
And still their magic is the same I 

Would it be so when face to face ? 



186 TO MRS. ALICE M'CLURB GRIFFIN. 

Would there be change if we should meet ? 
better far be strangers still, 
Than have this heart no longer thrill, 

While listening to thy words so sweet ! 



TO MRS. ALICE M'CLURE GRIFFIN, 

ON RBADING HER LITTLE TOLUME OF POEMS. 

'Tis a mystic spell, dear lady, thy book has round me wove. 
And my heart goes out to meet thee and clasp thee with its love ; 
The sweet "Voice of the Streamlet'' has touched its silent 

strings, 
And lovely ** Spirit Landscapes " have lent my fancy wings. 

Let the wintry wind sweep round me— I care not for its wail,- 
While list'ning to the music of " The Spring Queen of the Vale ;" 
My thoughts go wandering backward to cherished ** Childhood 

Hours," 
And I see the moonbeams softly lighting up the "Broken 

Bowers." 

Then the " May-day Song " is chorused by birds in forest-trees. 
And the fragrance of " Crushed Roses " floats on the " Merry 

Breeze," 
While pearly cups, uplifted o'er the lovely " Lily Bed," 
Wait to catch the balmy dew-drops the " Wandering Stars " will 

shed. 



n 
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Go seek for unreached treasures on " The Floor of the Deep/' 
And gaze upon " The Sounding Sea," whose billows never sleep ; 
I care not for the diamonds on its coral beds below : 
Give me "The Smile of Friendship," where "Genial Spirits" 
flow. 

"Ah, Let me Sing," dear lady, though " The Tear-drop on the 

Heart" 
Should tremble witl^ the music, and a moumfulness impart; 
A "Melancholy" sweetness o'er my spirit steals the while. 
And my heart gives thee its blessing — "0, Greet me with a 

Smile I" 

The "Lost Star" is only hidden — through the clouds will burst 

its light. 
Shedding a warmer luster when " The Pleiads " shall unite — 
When hearts, by strife dissevered, shall together "Live and 

Laugh," 
And the toast be " Friends Again," when the ruby wine they 



My spirit bows in sadness, as the " Bequiem" for the " Dead" 
Breathes out its mournful cadence ; but a light breaks overhead 
Far lovelier than the " Sunrise " upon the dew-gemmed flower — 
" The Radiance of Eternity " illumes the darkest hour. 

As I read thy thoughts, dear lady, when thou wast "Almost 

There," 
I wonder that the "Angel with bands of shining hair," 
Who took thy " tender cherub " to the clime where is no sin, 
Should close the golden portal ere thy pure soul entered in. 
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''ELLA/' 

INSCRIBED TO R. AND E. B. STITH. 



She 's all that is lovely, all that is fair, 
Little blue-eyed Ella, with gol^n hair ; 
With a voice as soft as the murmuring stream, 
Or the music we hear in a blissful dream. 

On her dimpled cheek rests a crimson glow, 
A delicate rose-tint laid on snow ; 
And the light that beams from her laughing eye 
Was caught from beyond the star-set sky. 

Her smile brings joy to the troubled breast. 
And her laugh is the music to make one blest ; 
And the beauty that lights her face the while. 
Is not hid by tears, or made with a smile. 

With her marks of love, in her childish way. 

She rules the heart with a gentle sway ; 

She tas touched a chord in the heart's love-lute 

That before remained unstrung and mute. 

• 
May angels keep watch o'er the beauteous child, 

May her heart never be by sin defiled, 

For she's all that is lovely, all that is fair — 

Little blue-eyed Ella, with golden hair ! 
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'SHE IS GONE/' 



Gone from a world where all is dark and dreary, 
Where human hearts drain many a cup of woe ; 

Gone where eternal rest awaits the weary, 
Where crystal streams of living waters flow. 

Gone from a world where she had known much weeping, 
Where little graves hid loved ones from her sight ; 

Gone where her babes, on angel-pinions sweeping, 
Roam with a cherub-throng through fields of light 

Gone from a world where storm-clouds often lower, 
And hover round life's path on raven wing ; 

Gone where eternal sunshine gilds each bower. 
And birds of Paradise for ever sing. 

Gone from a world where hearts are ever sighing, 
Where bitter tears oft dim the brightest eye ; 

Gone where no mourner weeps around the dying. 
Where pallid lips ne'er whisper back "good-bye/\ 

Gone from a world where loved ones oft are parted. 
Where fairest flowers ar§ gathered to the tomb ; 

Gone where there ^s balm to heal the broken-hearted, 
Where fond affection's flowers for ever bloom. 

Gone, and thou'rt left alone upon life's billow : 
Alone thou tread'st the thorny path of life ; 

No tender hand to smooth thy weary pillow, 
But watching o'er thee still, thy angel-wife, 
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On gleamlDg pinions comes to shores terrestrial, 
And whispers, Loved one, we shall meet again, 

And dwell together in yon clime celestial, 
When thou art free from earthly grief and pain. 

Broken the ties that death alone can sever, 
Thy aching heart finds here no resting-place ; 

But He who said, " I will forsake thee never," 
In every trial giveth plenteous grace. 



MY CHERISHED GRAVES. 

INSCRIBED TO- MRS. MART C, OF BLIZABETHTOWN, KY. 

Six mounds in yon necropolis 

Tell where my loved ones sleep. 
And I would live, if but for this, 

To wander there, and muse, and weep. 

Ah I broken hopes and withered flowers 
Around my heart in silence twine ; 

But mournful sweetness rules the hours 
When I am near those graves of mine. 

Severed the links that bound my heart 
To lovely earth and joyous life — 

Widowed, alone I stand apart. 
And pray for strength to bear its strife. 
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Of husband, brothers, all bereft! 

Bat this will stay the falling tear : 
The cheering thought that I am left 

To smooth the orphan's pathway here. 

When they their trusting faces lift 
Up to mine own, where shadows lay, 

It is to me the sunny rift 
That parts the gloomy clouds away. 

And let me live to guide their feet 
Along the path my Saviour trod, 

Till with the loved of yore we meet. 
And rest beneath the smile of God I 



THE RAIN. 



The rosy smile of twilight broke 

O'er the gloomy brow of night, 
Through clouds that raise, like incense, smoke. 

Glimmered the stars with fainter light. 

Down in the east, the artist, mom. 
Tinged the sky with blushing red — 

Clouds, with edges ruffled and torn. 
Over the mist in darkness spread. 

Up with a solemn tread, and slow. 
Joining hands as they onward came — 

Over the zenith's line they go. 

Darker now in the sun's bright flame. 
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Leaving a narrow belt of sky, 
Where the earth and heaven seem to meet, 

The winds through the hollow heave and sigh, 
Like a heart where tear-waves surge and beat. 

Then sitting down to a hush, a lull, 
The wind-harp's introductive strain, 

From massy clouds, now overfull, 
Comes down the music-freighted rain. 

Washing the dust from summer's leaves, 
Singing love-songs to the flower. 

Over the swallow-haunted eaves 
Streams the cool, baptismal shower. 

Playing upon the mossy roof, 
Like memory-fingers o'er the heart. 

Brightening again the faded woof. 

Bidding old songs from their silence start. 

Roaming the land of the long ago. 
Filled with the echoes of memory's chime, 

Pressing the lips with love aglow. 
That grew so cold on the river of time. 

Watching the barks as they onward glide. 
Till lost in the darkness that lies between. 

Like a mourning veil o'er the face of a bride, 
Hiding from mortals the ** land unseen." 

Dead to the present, wrapped in the past, 
Meeting and loving the "never again" — 

Forms and faces in memory glassed, 
Backward led by the musical rain. 
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QuenchiDg the thirst of the drooping flowers, 
" Tapping a tune on my window-pane," 

Playing a march for the passing hours. 
Unheeded that came and went through the rain. 

Fainter, still fainter, the whisperings grow. 
Till isles of blue through the cloud-rifts gleam, 

While spanning the heavens is seen a bow. 
As bright to my heart as its memory-dream. 

Clouds, with edges ruffled and torn, 
Fled from the dazzling face of the sun, 

Down where the sky had blushed in the mom, 
Ended the rain — and my dreaming done. 



A FRAGMENT. 

'Mid grand old forest woods of pine, 
Festooned with the luxuriant vine. 

Live oak, and tulip-trees ; 
Where shrubs and flowers of every hue. 
Of rarest odor, beauty, too, 

Were undergrowing these, 

I saw last-night, in dream-land bowers, 
Down in the "sunny land of flowers," 

A proud, young city rise ; 
The gulf-coast in the distance lay. 
Where foamy billows dash and play, 

'Neath radiant tropic skies. 
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Upon a broad and shaded street, 
That seemed inyiting weary feet, 

A lonely cottage stood, 
Close by a church, whose gilded spire 
Seemed wrapped in flames of living fire — 

The sunset's golden flood. 

The mistress of this cottage, thou, 
And queen was written on thy brow, 

A scepter in thy hand. 
I, lord of the possessions there. 
Thou, on my shrine the lady fair, 

Love written on thy wand. 

'Twas thus within my dream I saw 
Thine image, shrined ; thy love, the law 

My willing heart obeyed. 
And are the hopes delusive all 
That sweetly held my heart in thrall, 

And must the vision fade? 

Wilt say to me. Farewell, farewell I 
Crush out, forget, the holy spell. 

Inspired at passion's shrine ? 
Nay, let the words I win from thee 
Be those of tender constancy : 

" My hand and heart are thine." 



ANNA BROOKS LARUE. 145 

ANNA BROOKS lARUE. 

INSCRIBED TO HER BEREAYED PARENTS. 

Silent and still, in her coffin-bed, 
I gazed on the beautiful face of the dead, 
And said to myself, while gazing there, 
I have never in life seen one so fair. 

Sadly I looked on the sleeping child, ^ 

For its mother's breast with grief was wild. 
And thought, ^T is an idol gone to dust ; 
How hard it seems, but our Gk)d is just. 

Never again on its mother's breast 
Will its little head be pillowed to rest ; 
Never again will its " papa '' feel 
Bound his neck the soft arms gently steal. 

Never again will its voice be heard 
Prattling the darling baby-word ; 
Never again will the laugh so sweet 
The listening ears of its parents greet. 

Hide them away, the vacant chair. 
The playthings scattered here and there, 
The tiny shoes, and the last-worn dress. 
From the mother's sight in her bitterness. 

And the curl she craved from the brow so fair. 
How ofl she has smoothed and twined them there 
lay it away in some secret spot, 
Till her sorrow is soothed, and half-forgot I 
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Silent and still, in her coffin-bed, 
I gazed upon the beautiful face of the dead ; 
When through my heart, like a joyous thrill. 
Sounded the words, " She liveth still 1" 

'' Only the casket dost thou behold : 
Up through the gates of pearl and gold 
The sinless spirit of Anna has passed, 
The life of suffering over at last." 

% As I saw her then, I see her now, 

With ringlets clustering round her brow ; 
The fairest of all in heaven's bright bowers, 
Crowned with a wreath of snow-white flowers. 

Parents 1 't is those best beloved by God 
Who feel most deeply his chastening rod : 
He maketh the hearts of his children to mourn, 
But tempers the wind to the lamb that is shorn. 



MUSINGS. 

TO MRS. H. A. P. 



Ah ! why did I think 'twould look the same 
To me as it did in the days gone by, 

When change is writing its mournful name 
On every thing beneath the sky ? 

Ah 1 why did I think 'twould look the same? 
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The road that ran by the river-side, 

Edging with brown the grassy plot, 
Has given its place to the flowing tide. 

With many a dear-remembefed spot, 
By the road that ran by the river-side. 

The two old pear-trees standing yet 
Where once the cottage stood between. 

Across whose roof their shadows met : 
No stone to mark the spot is seen 

Between the pear-trees, standing yet. 

Hidden for ever in the tomb 
The forms that used to meet me there. 

Ere blight had marred an earthly bloom. 
When I was young, and life was fair : 

Yes, hid for ever in the tomb 1 

Ah ! death has bound in silentness 

The voices that I loved of yore ; 
The sealed lips I know may press 

Love's token on my own no more, 
That death has bound in silentness. 

The river runs as gleeful by. 

The birds their merry music trill. 
The same sweet stars watch from the sky, 

The hearts I loved are cold and still. 
Where runs the river gleeful by. 
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MAUDE. 

'TwAS on such an eve as this, 

In the autumn, long ago, 
That Maude stole closely beside me, 

And asked so solemn and low : 
" Will you be lonely without me. 

When I am under the snow?" 

Smiling, I looked at my darling. 
Thinking she spoke in a jest — 

Tender and £Eur as a lily 
The hand to her forehead she pressed. 

And, bowing her head on my bosom, 
"God calls me,'' she said, "and 'tis best." 

" Like the full foliage of summer. 

The casket to earth must be given ; 

Bipe as the fruitage of autumn. 
The spirit be garnered in heaven ; 

Clasp your arms lovingly round me— 
Tell me each cold word's forgiven." 

Closely I clasped her, my darling ; 

Wept on her face in my woe ; 
Prayed the All-Father to spare her, 

In tones so earnest and low ; 
Yet, where the winter's strong fetters 

Hushed up the rivulet's flow, 
Maude, with the rest of the flowers. 

Silently slept 'neath the snow. 
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MY PHOTOGRAPH ALBUM. 

Ah I would you see the faces fair, 

Within this treasured book of mine : 
Bright jewels, gleaming everywhere? 

No skill evinced by hand of art 
On any pictured page is seen : 
Its leaves are bound within my heart. 

Fond memory is the covering, 

While love and friendship form the clasp ; 
And it is a priceless thing I 

This page has been my mother's place, 

It seems to me, from infancy ; 
And on the next is father's face. 

Brothers and sisters then are seen, 

Whose being seemed a part of mine : 
The grass upon two graves is green. , 

Turn on — I feel again the thrill 

Of joy that stirs a school-girl's heart: 
Classmates, here are your faces still. 

How oft those mischief-making eyes. 

When " Lou " was told of something done, 
Looked up in innocent surprise I 

That is my musio-teacher : she 

With whom I had a quarrel once. 
Then we were friends eternally. 
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tell me not this brow is plain I 
Of all she was my favorite : 

" Mollie/' the past comes not again. 

Look at these rose-buds, wondrous fair : 

This, " laughing Loie f that, " sober Lule "- 
These gems my little nieces are. 

1 cannot give the history 

Of all ; but you may turn each leaf: 
Round that there hangs a mystery. 

That face came to me in a dream, 

Like burst of sunshine through a cloud, 
And then we met upon life's stream. 

Features and form all symmetry. 

His words like gushing music flowed — 
A whited sepulcher was he. 

Turn on : here is my poet-king. 

And might be king too of my heart, 
Were love not always on the wing. 

Traces of age and care you see 
Upon this intellectual brow : 
How dear her friendship is to me I 

Look on this face, for, tried like gold, 

He stands before me purified : 
The heart 'neath trials ne'er grows cold. 

This is my little poet-friend. 

With heart made up of love and song : 
Like breath of flowers our. spirits blend. 



LINKS. 161 



In silence now look on the rest ; 

Nor ask me, when the book is closed, 
Which one of them I love the best. 



IINES. 

INSCRIBED TO R. B. S. 

In the soul's deep shrine, where jewels shine, 

I wear a brilliant gem. 
Of a richer light than diamonds bright 

In a queenly diadem. 

Some jewels rare I've treasured there. 
In the heart's most sacred shrine. 

And the one I claim, which bears thy name, 
I am proud to call it mine. 

Like a beaming star, that shines afar 

On a dark and restless sea, 
Its hallowed light makes life more bright 

When it sweetly smiles on me. 

When through my soul dark clouds doth roll. 

Still, still this gem so bright 
Sheds a dazzling ray of glorious day, 

And fills its depths with light. 

In a by-gone hour this treasured flower 

Was gathered to my heart, 
And its fragrance still my heart doth thrill, 

When memory's echoes start. 
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In future hours I may gather flowers 

In friendship's wreath to place, 
But the brightest bloom with rich perfume 

Can neyer thine efface. 

No, I cannot part with a kindred heart 

Whose language thrills my own ; 
I share its joy and its dark alloy, 

Though the casket be unknown. 

Our life below is mixed with woe — 
Let us drink the cup that's given ; 

Each drop we take will only make 
Our cup more sweet in heayen. 

There's a home on high, in the bright, bright sky. 

Where hearts can feel no pain — 
Where an unkind word is never heard, 

Where we'll never weep again. 

And when away &om this earthly clay 

Our souls shall wing their flight, 
We '11 drink above from a fount of love, 

And bathe in a sea of light ; 

Where with golden lyre we'll swell the choir 

Of the blest seraphic throng, 
And our theme shall be through eternity 

A sweet, unchanging soug. 
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TO MY SISTER. 

Thou hast left; us, dearest sister ; 

Thou hast kissed, and said " farewell ;" 
And my heart is thrilled with grief, 

That time can never quell. 

That parting was so sad I 

Ah I bitter tears were shed : 
Our home is lonely now — 

It seems that thou art dead. 

At Aurora's early dawn, 

When birds in forest-glen 
First tune their gladsome lays, 

how I miss thee then I 

I miss thee all the day, 
Thy step, thy voice, thy song : 

Now that thou art away, 
The hours seem twice as long. 

And when at eve we send 

Our orisons on high, 
One of our band is missed — 

Thine absence brings a sigh. 

And in our own dear room, 

Where we were wont to sleep — 
Where we knelt side by side, 

1 kneel alone and weep. 

8 
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And there thou wert to me 
What nature had denied : 

How oft thy yision keen 
My feeble sight supplied I 

'Tis but a moment since 
Our little brother came, 

With tear-drops on his cheeks, 
And lisped thy well-known name. 

And when I kissed his cheek, 
And said you'd come again, 

A smile beamed through his tears, 
Like sun-rays' gleam through rain. 

Thou knowest I love thee well — 
With thee I was so blest : 

E'en now a smile from thee. 
Would soothe my aching breast. 

Thy smile's no longer mine — 
Another's heart 'twill bless ; 

But though thou lovest him more, 
Thou wilt not love me less. 

May he who won thy loye, 
Be gentle, true, and kind ; 

And may you both through life, 
Be of one heart and mind I 

And when the chords of life 
By Azrael's touch are riven. 

May you unite again. 
And share the bliss^of heaven ! 
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TO lOU J. B., 

OF BEWLBY7ILLE. 

Though one has soared to fancy's realm, 
And sketched for thee a picture bright 

As hues that gild the midday heaven 
With rays of silver-tinted light, 

Accept the tribute I would pay ; 

Though penciled not with poet-art, 
The song that I will sing for thee 

Is deeply 'graved upon my heart. 

I met thee first in girlish pride, 
Youth's early dew still bathed thy brow ; 

And in that hour I caught the spell 
That thrills my heart with magic now. 

Tes, Lou, when first I gazed on thee, 

I felt that in my heart's deep shrine 
I soon should place another gem. 

And claim the jewel ever mine. 

Long years have passed — ^I claim it still 
As one of Friendship's fadeless flowers. 

That twined its tendrils round my heart. 
And won my love in by-gone hours. 

As memory roams amid loved scenes. 

Too glad, too beautiful to last. 
Thou art a bright link in the chain 

That binds the present with the past. 



166 TO ENFIELD. 

Ah, memory's hall has pictures fair I 
And though I often pass it through, 

My heart-strings thrill whene'er I gaze 
On one that bears the name of *' Lou/' 



TO ENFIELD. 

SWEEP thy spirit-lyre again, 
And let the echo thrill my soul I 

My heart ne'er drank a richer strain 
Than those that from thy soul-harp roll. 

I've seen thee when the ^mile of joy 
Lit up thy face with radiant glow, 

And wept to think life's dark alloy 
Should check thy spirit's peaceful flow. 

I 'ye seen thee when the deepest woe 
Touched every pulse with maddening thrill, 

And as my tears with thine would flow, 
My heart clung to thee closer still. 

And still a ceaseless tide of love 
Flows from my inmost soul to thee. 

And when our soiils unite above, 
'Twill live through all eternity. 

1 would I were an angel now, 

That it might be my constant bliss, 
With fadeless wreaths to deck thy brow, 
And fill my soul with happiness. 
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Thy heart should drink no bitter rain 
From clouds of sorrow passing through ; 

But Hope should hold her constant reign, 
And light it with celestial hue. 



THE AUTUMN WIND. 

Thi mellow wind of autumn-lime 

Salutes my ear again, 
Like the tone of a dear, familiar friend. 

Or music's enchanting strain. 

How I loye, in the hush of the stilly night, 

To hear its meanings wild I 
*Tis the same sweet tone of other years — 

Fyc loved it firom a child. 

I ne'er grow sad in the autumn-time-— 

My heart is always gay ; 
Its every chord is e'er in tune 

To autumn's varied lay. 

0, who would call the autumn days 

" The saddest of the year,'' 
When it seems an old and cherished friend 

With harp is hovering near? 

And as its trembling strings are swept 

By one I've known so long. 
Some silent chord within my breast 

Breaks forth in joyous song' 
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Sometimes it gently floats along — 
Its notes are soft and low; 

And then again it sweeps its strings 
To music's wildest flow. 

The softest note of the autumn breeze 

Is music sweet to me, 
But the wildest wail of the autumn wind 

Is the richest melody. 



LINES TO IITTIB MTRA M'PERRIN. 

Mat angels guide thy infant years. 
And brush away the bitter tears 
That grief has early caused te start 
Up from their fountain in thy heart I 

Angels attend thy childhood hours, 
And strew thy path with pleasure's flowers. 
To wreathe thy brow with sunny smile, 
And keep thy young heart free from guile ! 

Angels attend thy path through life. 
To soothe each sorrow, quell all strife ; 
To lead thy soul to yon bright sphere. 
Where thou shalt meet thy mother dear! 

Although her face thou ne'er didst see — 
Ne'er heard her low-breathed prayer for thee ; 
Yet when thou meet'st her in the skies, 
Her angel-face thou'lt recognize. 
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Ah I yes, thou'lt know thy mother there : 
Her voice, so sweet, will greet thy ear ; 
With angel-smile she'll welcome thee. 
And there thou wilt an angel be ! 



PAKE. 



" I oannot say I have 
A tiiirstiiig deep for human fame/' 

'TwA8 eve : upon the beach I stood, 
A name upon the sand I traced — 

One moment, and a crystal flood 
The magic words effaced. 

Star-islands decked the dome on high : 
I gazed on one that brightly shone ; 

A meteor shot across the sky, 
Fell, and the star was gone. 

Fair night her mystic Toil withdrew, 
And morning flushed the east with red : 

I culled a rose all bathed in dew — 
At eye the flower was dead. 

And such is fame : 'tis but a name 
Traced on the wave-washed shore ; 

A withered flower — a meteor-flame 
That bursts and shines no more. 
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TO G. D. P. 

If time to thee has solace brought, 
And dried the fountain of thy tears, 

I would not with a single thought 
Bring back the woe of other years — 

If time to thee has solace brought. 

I know that in thy memory still 
A bright face haunts thee with its smile. 

And makes a momentary thrill 
That warmed thy tender heart erewhile — 

Yes, lingering in thy memory still. 

Ah I yes, thy glorious, noble boy. 

That in the din of battle fell. 
Was once thy pride, ambition, joy ; 

But didst thou love him not too well ? 
An idol was he not, thy boy? 

It seems thy heart has colder grown 
Toward earth itself, all earthly things ; 

I've dreamed it knelt before the throne. 
Borne upward on prayer's silent wings — 

Thy heart to earth now colder grown. 

Oft through the summer's weary hours 
I thought of thee and of the dead. 

And when I gathered lovely flowers, 
Longed so to strew them o'er his bed — 

All through the summer's lengthened hours. 
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And when the golden autumn came, 
And Bent its music, weird and strange, 

Upon the wind, and writ its name, 
I thought of thee — for it was " change" 

When first the golden autumn came. 

I know the weight of passing years 

Lies like a burden on thy breast, 
And memory brings through mist of tears 

The forms and faces loyed the best. 
Gone on the tide of passing years. 

Life's ties are breaking, strand by strand ; 

Tossed for a time upon life's wave. 
They sink into the shadowy land 

Where weeping-willows sadly wave — 
Ah. I yes, they're breaking, strand by strand. 

Accept the wreath my fancy weaves 
Of blighted buds from memory's bowers. 

With autumn's bright but dying leaves 
Twined in among the faded flowers — 

The wreath for thee my fancy weaves. 



THOUGHTS IN AUTUMN. 

Down where the maple-shadows meet 
Across the brooklet's silvery stream, 

Away from the din of the dusty street. 
Come sit with me while I muse and dream. 
8* 
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What though the fields of ripened grain 
Haye bowed to the sickle far and wide? 

After the fall of the autumn rain, 
The stubble in grassy tufts will hide. 

Blushing with red, where the autumn sun 
Presses its lips to their golden rind, 

The apples are dropping one by one, 
Shook from their stems by the sweeping wind. 

List to the cricket's changeless tone, 
Down in the shadowy hollow now. 

Happier far than a king on his throne. 
Feeling the weight of a crown on his brow. 

See, where the vine in fondness clings. 
Over the trellis that spans the walk I 

A wandering robin stops and sings, 
In memory of its spring-time talk. 

^ The purple grapes, that in clusters hide 

Under the thickly woven vine, 
(How like the heart when bruised and tried 1) 
Yielding their wealth of richest wine. 

What though the withered roses shed 

Their leaflets on the tomb of May ? 

» What though in June the lily's head 

Droops where the streams their requiems play? 

The blooming aster, pink and snow. 
Lifts to the light its smiling face. 

Seeming to say, in whispers low, ^ 

" I take the rose's, lily's place." 
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The moss-rose on the window-sill, 

That blossomed out a month ago, 
Bestows its daily offering still, 

Of deepest scarlet, crimson glow. 

And from these tiny buds of green 
The white chrysanthemums soon will peep — 

The frost that spreads its glistening sheen. 
Will wake them from their summer sleep. 

Then ask me not to weep with thee, 
O'er spring and summer's faded flowers : 

This is the happiest time to me — 
These glorious, balmy autumn-hours. 

Look at the crest of yonder hill, 

Hung with a robe of vapory mist, 
Where fleecy cloudlets float at will, 

Down where the earth and sky have kissed I 

Sweet unto me, my " poet-friend," 

The days when on the poet's lyre 
Songs mournful half, half joyous, blend 

Eegret, enjoyment, and desire^ 



WILLIAM COURTLAND PRENTICE. 

Farewell, young poet-soldier, fare thee well I 
Deeds of high chivalry, such as would twine 
Fresh laurels round the brow of ancient knights, 
Were thine— but thou art gone. Yet thou didst die 
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A death of pride. For if by " prejudice" 
And " passion'' thou wast onward led, to seek 
The gory battle-field, thy heart was true. 
To thy own manly soul, thy course was right ; 
And though a parent's heart, beneath its weight 
Of untold agony and speechless woe, 
Mingle mild censure with its wailings deep, 
A stranger blames thee not for waywardness — 
For who has not a fault ? 

may the hand 
Be palsied that shall seek, henceforth, to pluck 
A single leaf from out the laurel-wreath 
Twined round that pulseless brow I And palsied be 
The tongue that dares say aught against the young, 
Proud hero sleeping in a soldier's grave! 

Farewell I ah, neyermore shall music, sweet 

As angel-choirs in far celestial climes. 

Wake from their golden harps, steal £rom thy lyre 

On listening ears. Hushed is that free, wild heart, 

Warmed with pure fire, and hushed the lute within. 

The rippling fount of Poesy, with hope 

Lit up, as sunlight gilds the streamlet's breast, 

Is silent now. The opening intellect. 

That might, in its expanded bloom, have claimed 

The praise and homage of a nation's heart, 

Is crushed, and now 'tis " dust to dust ' 

Thou wast 
To me a stranger, yet thy daring deeds 
Were not unknown, and not unheard thy song. 
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0, would that o'er thy grave I stood to-day! 
My heart seems but a chalice oyerbrimmed 
With tears, and very sweet the task would be 
Toj>our them out upon the sod that hides 
From mortal view that form inanimate. 

The stars last night looked sadly down from heaven, 

And mutely mourned a fallen worshiper. 

October, saddest, loveliest of the months. 

Bowed low her brow and mourned. The few pale flowers, 

Rescued by Autumn from dead Summer's brow. 

That might have lingered till the early frost. 

Are withered all with grief. 

Farewell 1 Farewell I 
Thou gifted child of nature, fare thee well ! 
To me thy errors sink to nothingness 
Beside thy brave and daring deeds, and calm. 
Heroic death. For ever fare thee well I 



TO MY FATHER. 

Thou art growing old, my father : 

Thine eyes have lost their light, 
And the locks upon thy temples 

Are mingled now with white ; 
And thy yoice is growing feeble, 

That was so strong and clear, 
Yet its tone, so soft and soothing, 

Is music to my ear. 
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I remember in my childhood, 

Those joyous days of old, 
How I thought weM live here always, 

Nor dreamed thou wouldst grow old — ^ 
How in my infant rapture 

I climbed upon thy knee, 
And marked thy smile of pleasure. 

As I played in childish glee. 

But those halcyon days have vanished. 

The dreams of youth have fled. 
And the sunny path of childhood 

Is not the one I tread. 
All 1 once the flowers were thomless 

That in my pathway bloomed, 
And the light that shone around it 

Was ne'er in night entombed ; 

But thy smile still beams upon me, 

Als in the days gone by. 
Ere old Time had left his traces 

On thy brow and sunken eye; 
And when I gaze upon thee. 

Oft, oft my heart doth weep. 
For I know that thou art hastening 

To thy long and final sleep : 

Yes, I know the earth will fold thee 

In its bosom by and by : 
1 the thought is so appalling — 

Yet I know that thou must die. 
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But when the sad hour cometh, 

Fain would I yield my breath : 
As in life we Ve been united, 

0, divide us not, stem death I 

But if alone thou tread'st the valley— 

Brav'st alone the narrow tide — 
With thy harp thou wilt be waiting 

For me on the other side. 
Yes, I know thou wilt be watching 

When my bark is gliding o'er. 
And be the first to greet me 

When I reach the golden shore : 

Where the feeble limbs are strengthened, 

And the eye regains its light ; 
Where the bended form is straightened. 

And the blind receive their sight ; 
Where we '11 drink from fount eternal, 

Free from earthly hopes and cares ; 
Where our lives will be immortal, 

In a land that knows no tears ; 

Where the heart can feel no sorrow. 

And the body knows no pain ; 
Where loved friends, when once united. 

Never separate again; 
Where the face of the Redeemer 

Sheds a pure, transcendent light, 
And the day for ever reigneth. 

Darkened not by shades of night. 
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WE MEET AGAIN. 

RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO THE MEMBERS OF THE 
LOUISYILLE CONFERENCE. 



We meet again, after a solemn parting, 

One year ago ; 
And tears of joy, to many eyes upstarting, 

Will outward flow. 

We meet again : how oft we 've met with trials, 

And overcome ; 
Sorrows forgot will be, and self-denials. 

When we get home. 

What though at times the path we press lie shrouded 

In sadness here? 
The clime to which we haste is never clouded 

By doubt or fear. 

We meet again : upon our banners graven, 

"The Cross 1 the Cross I" 
And " Faith,'' that guides at last into the haven — 

Our gain, earth's loss. 

How oft have we unto the hungry broken 

The bread of life, 
And words of reconciliation spoken 

To hearts at strife I 
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Have we the work performed our Master gave us, 

And murmured not ? 
Has He, who came to earth to seek and save us, 

Been once forgot 7 

Have we with words of comfort cheered the sighing, 

And bowed down — 
Held up Gk)d'8 promises before the dying, 

" The cross, the crown '* ? 

We meet agun : 1 have our ranks been serried 

By Death's stern power? 
Is ours a broken band?~-does one lie buried 

Where blooms no flower? 

Haye any from their humble faith departed. 

And gone astray ? 
0, may God bring again the stubborn-hearted 

Into his way I 

Brothers, the number of our army's swelling — 

Yes, far and wide ; 
While we, the 43ame sweet story have been telling, 

How Jesus died. 

Press on 1 press on I extend the invitation 

To sinners still; 
While flow the living waters of salvation 

From Zion's hill. 

We meet again : may no harshness blending 

A discord prove I 
May love our work begin, and bless its ending — 

The Christian's love I 



170 UNDER THE MAPLE. 



UNDER THE MAPLE. 

Under the spreading maple, 

That sheltered me once from the rain, 
That throws a line of shadow 

Across the old red lane, 
Where I stood that summer evening, 

I stand half-dreaming again ; 

Watching the flame of fire 

That ran through the ebon cloud, 

The rush of wind through the hollow, 
The peal of the thunder loud. 

Ah me I on that fearful evening 
How the maple swayed and bowed I 

Spell-bound, I gazed on the tempest • 
In its march so dark and wild ; 

Not heeding the timid footsteps 
Of a ragged, frightened child. 

Till, coming close beside me. 

She looked in my face, and smiled. 

Upon her arm a basket 
Half-filled with berries rare. 

Around her sun-burnt forehead 
Lay curls of tangled hair ; 

And such a queenly beauty 
In the face that met me therel 
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" How came you here, sweet maiden V* 

I asked, in tender tone : 
" To gather lots of berries 

I came this mom alone. 
My home is down yon hollow — 

I'm Maude, the willful one." 

I clasped her to my bosom 
Until the storm was o'er ; 

Till the heavens wore a brightness 
They never had before ; 

Till it seemed to me the darkness 
To my heart would come no more. 

From my pleasant dream awaking, 
Where the maple's shadow lay, 

Clasped as closely to my bosom 
As upon that stormy day, 

Maude, the willful, calls me darling, 
And I let her have her way. 



MIZPEH/' 



What though an absence comes between ? 

Our souls shall hold communion sweet ; 
The Lord, who has our refuge been, 

Will watch between us till we meet. 



172 LIZZIB SHOWERS. 

If tempted to a thought of ill, 
Inclined to murmar at our lot, 

Forgetful of our Master's inll, 
Remember He forgets us not. 

What though the land, the sea, divide. 
Can He not bring us back again ? 

A comforter, He's by our side 
To bamsh thought that brings us pain. 

In darkness may He be our light, 
Our weakness may His strength supply : 

In hope may we endure the night 
Till Faith shines forth a morning sky I 



LIZZIE SHOWERS, 

Hast seen this little beauty rare, 
Of perfect form and queenly air. 
The fairest of all maidens fair? 

Lizzie Showers. 

No frown upon her fece is seen. 
Enthroned thereon a smile serene. 
And sober thoughts that flit between : 
Lizzie Showers. 

Gazing upon the ''Morning Prayer," 
That she upon her easel wrought, 
I said the artist's soul is there : 

Lizzie Showers. 
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Watching her busy fingers ply 
The needle through her fancy work, 
I waited till I caught her eye: 

Lizzie Showers. 

And looking up she sweetly smiled, 
While trembled on my lips the prayer : 
0, may thy face remain unsoiled I 

Lizzie Showers. 

May sorrow never come to press 
Its lines of care upon thy brow, 
So lovely in its innocence I 

Lizzie Showers. 



IN MEMORY OF COL. JAMES RAINE, 

WHO FELL AT THE BATTLE OF 3CAXSFIELD, LA. 

A NOBLE boy I long years ago 

He left his father's kindly hearth, 
When life was bright, and hopes ablow, 

Wreathed with a garland all the earth. 
Down in a -lovely tropic clime, 

He wooed and won a maiden fair. 
Whose life into a tender rhyme 

With his had met and mingled there. 

A lovely bud grew 'twixt their hearts. 

That slowly opening to a flower, 
A bliss to every chord imparts. 

That never trembled there before. 
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Alas I that in that home was heard 
The bugle-notes that called to war ; 

Then had no foeman's glittering sword 
Severed the links which bound them there. 

He waited for no second call, 

!3ut clasped his loved ones to his breast : 
" My love, my blessing, take them all/' 

He said — " my country claims the rest." 
On many a bloody field of strife, 

Urging them on, he led the way. 
Seeming to have no thought for life. 

Though round him thick the dying lay. 

Ah, dearer far than life the boon 

For which he reckless, fearless fought. 
Knowing if this were lost, how soon 

Would life itself be worse than naught I 
While victory round their banner gleamed. 

And right and valor onward led, 
While he of loved ones thought and dreamed. 

Or sadly gazed upon the dead ; 

With hearts so still, and lips so cold, 

And rigid arms that ne'er again 
Would loved ones left behind enfold, 

Who waited their return in vain : 
While thoughts like these flashed through his mind. 

Between the pauses of his prayer. 
That calmed with feelings half resigned, 

He fell among the wounded there. 
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Back to the land that gave him birth, 

The gallant soldier came once more. 
Bat brought no smile to homestead-hearth, 

For sorrow guarded every door. 
Back up the church's solemn aisle 

They bore him now, with muffled tread. 
And broken sobs were heard the while. 

As mourners gathered round the dead. 

It was the same old temple where 

His feet in childhood oft had trod ; 
A babe, his sainted mother there 

Had consecrated him to God. 
Adown the church's solemn aisle 

They bore him out, that mystic band. 
And wept like brothers o'er him, while 

They laid him in the dreamless land. 

I looked upon that orphan child. 

That with its widowed mother wept. 
And sighed to think grief's tempest wild 

Across its baby-heart had swept. 
Once father's pride, now mother's care. 

Her only care, and comfort too ; 
How many marked each orphan tear, 

Hearts that were warm, and tried, and true ! 
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''SOUTH." 

INSCRIBED TO DE. W, H. ANDERSON, OF LOUISVILLE, KENTUCKY. 

SAT, shall we banish the word that has hung 
Like a kiss on the heart and a spell on the tongue. 
When out on the billowy sea we were tossed, 
And all save that name fondly cherished was lost? 

On our history for years, like a beacon it stood. 
And lit up our path when we waded through blood ; 
The watchword of freedom for sons and for sires. 
Unscathed by the flames of our enemies' fires. 

Where zephyrs perfumed with the orange-blooms blow, 

And stately magnolias ope petals like snow. 

Shall woman in silence o'er hero-grayes weep, 

Nor whisper, " Loved South," where her patriots sleep ? 

What though it swung doors of bastiles apart, 
Like the prayers of a mother it dwelt in each heart; 
And shackles of tyrants were patiently worn, 
When the scoffing word " South " on the North-breeze was 
borne. 

Shall our Church, that has waded through blood and 

through flame. 
Encircled with victory, relinquish her name ? 
pause, ere you tell me her fate shall be this — 
No word on her banner to tell who she is ! 



SACRIFICED. 177 

Pause, pause, while her children in bitterness weep I 
While folly seems ruling, is reason asleep ? 
The dream will evanish, the waking will come — 
Her children all nameless, no heritage, home. 

Will you rob the lone mission in China afar. 
That beams 'mid the darkness a beautiful star. 
Of the name that her lips have from infancy blessed ? 
Shall oblivion bury it deep in her breast ? 

When childhood shall question, in years to come. 
Where now is the Church that you once called your home ? 
say I shall we answer, with hearts wrapt in gloom. 
The hands of her ministers fashioned her tomb ? 

Dear name, that we've honored in story and verse ! 
Shall we but thy memory hereafter rehearse ? 
When by thy own children thy death-dirge is sung, 
Our lips will be silent, our harps all unstrung. 



SACRIFICED. 



Bowed beneath a weight of sorrow. 
He but half could comprehend, 

Knowing not that ere the morrow 
His young life would meet its end. 

Did the night, with its sweet dreaming, 
Bring him visions of the past, 

And the morn, though brightly beaming, 
Seem to whisper, "'Tis thy last?" 
9 
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Though 'mong strangers, yet not friendless, 
Were the last words that he traced, 

Ere he claimed the life that's 'endless, 
Where earth's woes are all effaced. 

On that mom his thoughts reverted 
To his home and loved ones there ; 

And his heart, though joy-deserted. 
Clung to hope, and faith, and prayer. 

Did his brave, young spirit falter 
In the struggle for the right? 

Sacrificed on Freedom's altar 
Was he ere the coming night. 

Not where armies vast contending 
For the victory, " hand to hand," 

Country, life, alone defending — 
Murdered by a coward hand. 

Still defending, he surrendered 

To an overpowering foe — 
(Think they not 'twill be remembered) 

When they basely laid him low? 

On the arm of faith relying. 
Upward borne on angel- wing ; 

Mother, God was with the dying: 
He who robbed Death of its sting I 
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I DREAMED WE MET. 

I DREAMED WO met — my hand was clasped in thine: 
A paleness rested on thy pure, high brow, 

And from thine eyes beamed forth a light divine — 
Ah, how that dream-land vision haunts me now I 

How strange the scene I the grass beneath our feet 
Was green as when fair Spring smiles o'er the land. 

And roses near yielded a fragrance sweet : 
I gathered flowers and placed them in thy hand. 

But all the trees looked as though Autumn swayed 
The scepter of the seasons o'er the earth ; 

The leaves were brown and sere. How strange, I said, 
The earth half-robed in sadness, half in mirth ! 

Around the autumn winds sighed mournfully; 

Spring's balmy zephyrs played amid thy hair. 
And while the scene filled thee with ecstasy, 

I gazed upon thee — thou wast passing fair! 

While thus I gazed, the vision paler grew, 

The autumn breezes ceased their sad, low moan; 

Trees, grass, and flowers faded from my view, 
And thou — ^yes, thou wast with the roses gone. 

Ah, can it be our paths in one will meet, 
Our hearts twine closely in the coming years ? 

Will it be mine to give the roses sweet, 
And thine to kiss awa;^ the falling tears? 
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And when the autumn of our lives shall come, 
Will Spring's sweet flowers within our hearts still bloom? 

And when the angel comes to call us home, 
Will we go hand in hand beyond the tomb ? 

I've seen thee not — ^we've only met in dreams ; 

But when my spirit-lyre is strung for thee, 
It yields the softest music, and it seems 

An angel's hand awakes the minstrelsy. 



THE PRETTIEST GIRL IN TOWN. 

Say not she is not beautiful; 
For there is in her face, to me. 
What others may not, cannot see — 
A charming, nameless witchery. 

Say not she is not beautiful : 
Look in those eyes, so dark, so bright, 
Mark well the changing shade and light. 
And own their wondrous power to-night. 

Say not she is not beautiful. 
Till thou hast watched the smiles that play 
Around her mouth, like sunny ray 
Round crimson rosebuds through the May. 
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Say not she is not beautiful : 
Wait till some thought those lips unseal, 
List to the words that outward steal, 
Then tell me that thou dost not feel. 

Say not it is not beautiful — 
That face so innocent, so fair : 
No selfish feeling, haughty air, 
Has marred the stamp of childhood there. 

Say not she is not beautiful : 
Were I a courtly knight or king, 
Fd of my love make oflfering — 
Ask on her hand to place this ring. 

Say not she is not beautiful : 
How gracefully she moves along ! 
That figure would inspire a song, 
When there's a poet in the throng. 

Say not she is not beautiful — 
That unpretending, modest mien: 
Of all the faces here I've seen. 
My heart has crowned her beauty's queen. 

I know that she is beautiful : 
What makes to me this truth more plain. 
Into her ear again, again 
Repeated, would not make her vain. 
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GtONBI YES, GONE! 

ON THE DEATH OF MRS. HATTIE WALKER. 

Gone ! yes, gone ! ere the joyous spring, 
With sunshine, dew, and showers, 

Had sent abroad on the zephyr's wing 
The sweet perfume of flowers. 

Gone I yes, gone 1 from a world of death. 

Where death oomes not again ; 
Where the throbbing pulse and trembling breath 

Ne'er tell of mortal pain. 

Gone I yes, gone 1 from a world of grief. 

To the climes of endless day; 
Where the fading flower and falling leaf 

Ne'er whisper of decay. 

Gone I yes, gone ! through the narrow gate, 

With the millions gone before ; 
Where bright-winged angels stand and wait, 

And sing, " There 's room for more. 

Gone I yes, gonel from a world of strife. 

To a world where all are blest ; 
The human changed to an angel-life. 

And toil exchanged for rest. 

Gone I yes, gone 1 but we will not weep ; 

For just beyond the tide 
She roams, where crystal waters sweep — 

Her spirit glorified. 
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Qone 1 yes, gone! but oft she'll come 

On gleaming angel-wings, 
And whisper, "Come, my loved one, come; 

My heart to thee still clings." 

Gone ! yes, gone I on the earth below 

We shall see her nevermore ; 
But onward and upward let us go, 

Till we meet on the other shore. 

Gone I yes, gone) where a golden crown 

Now wreathes her lovely brow ; 
And in a song, to earth unknown. 

Her voice is mingling now. 



FLORENCE RAINE. 

Gentle as the summer dew ; 

Voice as soft as autumn's strain ; 
You would love her as I do, 

Had you seen sweet Florence Raine. 

Once, and only once, we met ; 

Shall we never meet again? 
Fancy holds her image yet — 

Ever will, bright Florence Raine. 

If I see her nevermore, 
Bid her sing that song again. 

Plaintive as she sang before. 
Thinking of me, Florence Raine, 
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GaziDg on her pale, young face, 
Felt my heart a thrill of pain, 

Lest too soon she'd have a place 
'Mong the angels, Florence Raine. 



TO ^'BURCHAM/' 

Forgive me, if a careless thought, 

Traced in a weary hour, 
lias to thy heart the lesson taught, 

"A thorn for every flower." 

Alas ! that I in friendship's wreath 

Should twine a lotus-bloom. 
To intermix its poisonous breath 

With roses' sweet perfume. 

But cast aside the flower whose sting 

So rudely pierced thy heart. 
And say what offering shall I bring 

To soothe and heal the smart ? 

Forgive me 1 Let this broken song 

My humble offering be. 
And may our friendship last through time. 

Love, through eternity 1 



LOVE, IT IS TIME YOU WERE COMING AGAIN. 185 



lOYE. IT IS TIME YOU WERE COMING AGAIN. 



LoYE, it is time you were coming again : 
Standing in shocks is the yellow grain ; 
The tips of the clover^stems, white and red, 
Would turn to bunches of seed, you said ; 
And I hear the rush of the scythe to-day 
Through the meadow-land gathering hay : 
Love, is the question asked in vain — 
Is it not time you were coming again ? 

Love, it is time you were coming again : 

You said you would come with the fruit and grain : 

The harvesting-time is nearly o'er. 

And ripe apples fall on the grassy floor ; 

The green of the pear is changing to gold — 

I've gathered as long as my basket will hold. 

Will apples and pears be laid up in vain. 

To save for you, love, till you come again ? 

Love, it is time you were coming again : 
The cypress-vine, in the sunshine and rain, 
(You know 'twas a tiny four-leaved thing,) 
Has wrapped itself lovingly round the string. 
And its blood-red stars will soon be seen. 
Opening their eyes 'mong the leaflets green : 
Those blossoms, wrought with the sunshine and rair 
Will you twine in my hair when you come again? 
9* 
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Lovo, it is time yoa wore coming again : 
Let not my hoping and looking be yain : 
The morning-glory clambers up the frame, 
(Night-blooming Cereus you said was the name,) 
And bright cups of purple, broad-edged with white, 
Nestled among its dark leaves last-night 
I culled some this morning, all fragrant with dew. 
And thought, as I gathered them — ^thought of you. 
My thoughts and my flowers for you — are they vain ? 
Love, are you never coming again ? 

Love, it is time you were coming again : 
In my heart, at times, there is nothing but pain ; 
** Life is made up of shadow and shine " — 
The shadows have been far the ofkenest mine. 
As day grows to eve there will come some fears, 
And my eyes in the twilight are heavy with tears ; 
And weeping, to-night, will my prayer be in vain — 
The prayer, my own love, that you'll come again? 



THOUGHTS. 



The world is very " fair" to-day : 

Sweet music, swept from Spring's glad lute, 
Comes to me like an angel's lay — 

Must my full heart be hushed and mute ? 
No, no ; let me but sing again — 

The beauty seen in earth and air 
Calls from my soul a low refrain 

That long has slumbered silent there. 
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No longer winter's icy feet 

Press down the yelvet grass and flowers, 
And in a snowy winding-sheet 

Enwraps this lovely earth of ours. 
The scepter from his hand is gone — 

His crownless head low in the tomb, 
Where Spring, as she has often done, 

Stands with her censer of perfume. 

Though " grave-stones," standing here and there, 

Point out the spot where loved ones rest, 
In meekness we'll the sorrow bear: 

God doeth all things for the best. 
There is a grave I have not seen, 

Where a young poet dreamless sleeps. 
On which mild Luna, night's fair queen. 

Looks from her star-gemmed throne and weeps. 

0, Courtland ! could I call thee up 

To life and beauty once again. 
Gladly I'd quaff the fatal cup : 

Thou shouldst be spared and I be slain. 
How vain, alas ! this may not be ; 

The buds that slumbered in the earth 
Spring up and seem but mockery, 

For in my heart they wake no mirth. 

Pale April, violet-crowned, will kneel 

Upon the sod where he lies low ; 
While clouds upon her brow will steal 

And break, and tears like rain will flow. 
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I've said the world was " fair " to-day — 

That beauty filled the earth and air ; 
But, thinking of that grave, I say, 

If I were only sleeping there I 
Yes, gladly would I lay me down, 

And sleep there with the quiet dead, 
To have thee near the laurel-crown, 

Thy glorious young life perfected. 



TO "C. C./' 

AUTHOR OF "CHRISTMAS-DAY." 

Does the new year find thee still 
"Lonely" as on "Christmas-day?" 

Drifting is thy " bark " at will, 
While the waters round it play ? 

Art thou in a stranger-land. 

Far from home and all that 's dear ? 
Here 's for thee a friendly hand. 

And a sympathetic tear ? 

Absent mother, sister, now 
Broken is their wonted spell ; 

Brighten up that gloomy, brow — 
I can "soothe" thy "grief" as well. 

Did a "curse" escape thy lips 
Just because the day seemed drear? 

Sadness held thee in eclipse- 
Censure not the dying year. 
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But the sorrow-freighted day 
Surely did thee nothing wrong ; 

Winning from thy "lump of clay" 
Such a tender little song. 

Oft a " blessing in disguise " 
Is a day that seems as night, 

Hiding from our mortal eyes 
Clouds that would for ever blight. 



LINES. 

Aw AT with melancholy now, 

My heart shall yet be gay and bright, 
And I will wear as bright a brow 

As any in the crowd to-night I 

The picture has grown dark enough, 
'Tis time to turn the brighter side: 

No more I'll seek a path that's rough, 
Two phases shall my life divide. 

No one shall whisper in the throng, 
*' Her heart is steeped in sadness still,'' 

And I will give them but one song — 
" We can be happy if we will." 

I'll toss away love's shattered links, 
That bow my soul unto the earth, 

(Though at the thought my spirit shrinks,) 
And gayly join in scenes of mirth. 
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I cannot mend the broken thread 
That weaker made the woof of life. 

But I can list the angel-tread — 
The music-notes that soften strife. 

I 've drained full oft the cup of woe, 
The chalice now with pleasure gleams : 

Flow o'er the past, Oblivion, flow. 
And let me revel in iny dreams I 



ADALINE. 

Hair as golden as the sun 

O'er her head in ripples lay ; 
Smiles that seemed in heaven begun, 

Round her mouth in dimples play, 

Adaline. 

Eyes of softest, brightest blue, 

Changing with each change of thought, 
Like twin rose-buds bathed in dew. 

Lips with nectar-kisses fraught, 

Adaline. 

Heart as free from any care 

As the lark that soars aloft: 
Priceless treasure hidden there, 

" It is mine," she said so oft, 

Adaline. 
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Wandering in the autumn time, 

Through the woodland all alone, 
"Weaving memories into rhyme, 

Singing in an undertone, 

Adaline. 

Seated on a grassy knoll. 

Sketching autumn's shade and Hght, 
Drank her beauty in his soul ; 

Did the artist serve her right? 

Adaline. 

Laying pencil, book aside, 

As she neared his rustic seat. 
To her startled look replied, 

Like thy song, thy face is sweet, 

Adaline. 

Lingered they till sunset fell 

O'er the woodland dim and soft : 
Silent was their first farewell. 

But he kissed her, so oft, 

Adaline. 

Ere the last October sun 

Rolled its splendors down the west, 
He had gently wooed and won, 

Clasped her fondly to his breast, 

Adaline. 
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THE OLD DREAM COME AGAIN. 

A FLUSH upon the faded cheek, 
A new light in the tear-dimmed eye ; 

A tender trembling when I speak 
Of lips and voice — canst tell me why ? 

A lighter throbbing of the heart, 

A strange forgetfulness of woe ; 
A thoughtfulness, with lips apart, 

And wreathed with smiles, for aught I know. 

Fresh blossoming of blighted hopes ; 

And through the cloudlets drifting by — 
Like autumn leaves o'er woodland slopes — 

Bright glimpses of a sunny sky. 

A tender clasping of the hand — 
How oft I said the dream was vain ! 

But roaming through this fairy-land, 
I clasp it in my heart again. 



FANNIE HAYCRAFT. 

Singing that plaintive song for me. 
In liquid tones so strangely sweet — 

So fair a child of minstrelsy, 
I could have worshiped at her feet. 
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A mournfulness beamed through her eyes, 
As o'er the keys her fingers strayed ; • 

I seemed to hear the lover's sighs 
When first he sang it to his maid. 

Fannie, I ask at twilight hour 
To hear sweet " Wanda '' once again : 

0, how I love the witching power 
Thy music hath o'er heart and brain ! 



TO LOTTIE. 

Be life to thee a cloudless day ; 

Thy path with flowers be strewn, 
Like those that deck the tomb of May 

And wreathe the brow of June. 

0, 1 would shield thy lovely brow 
From sorrow's withering blight; 

Thy heart, which throbs so lightly now, 
Should know no starless night. 

Those eyes, those dark and thrilling eyes. 
Should ne'er be dimmed by tears ; 

And gleams from summer sunset skies 
Should light the coming years. 

0, 1 would never have thee know 

The sorrow I have felt ; 
Nor have thy soul in homage bow 

At shrines where mine has knelt. 
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The siren Love should thrill a chord 
* Within thy joyous breast, 
And it should echo back each word, 
And make another blest. 

A noble soul, with thoughts as high 
And pure as angels' are, 

Should be the sun in thy life-sky, 
And thou mild Luna fair. 



A lAMENT. 



"Aboye his graye the dewy rose 
Its soul of loye lays bare." 

Again I come to thy grave to-day, 
"Where I weeping stood three years ago, 

And list to the autumn's mournful lay, 
As it sighs through the willows drooping low. 

The clash of arms breaks not on the air. 
The sword within its scabbard may rust : 

Will this the fetters of death unbar. 
Or bring again our loved from the dust? 

Down on the heart like an angel's kiss 

Fall whispers of " peace " all over the land ; 

But what, ah I what are words like this, 
To a pulseless breast under folded hands ? 
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The hope that led thee on is crushed: 
The Lethe and rest of the grave are sweet ; 

Thy flag has drooped and trailed in the dast ; 
Thou couldst not have bowed at the victor's feet 

Many and brave were the sons who fell, 
And the nation's heart is furrowed with scars ; 

But there's none of them all, I know full well, 
Deeper than that which thy father wears. 

For I heard him tell, with trembling lips. 
How he turned back to life with a broken heart. 

When thine eyes grew dim with death's eclipse. 
And I felt the tears from mine own eyes start. 

Hard at times seem the ways of God, ^ 

When he takes to himself what he has given, 

When we lay our idols under the sod. 

And there's nothing lefl but a thought of heaven. 

Sleep, Courtland I naught can disturb thee now. 
Where the roses bloom, and the wild-bird sings ; 

From my harp no thrilling numbers flow, 
But thy name has trembled its broken strings. 



0, CLASP ME TO THY HEART AGAIN! 

0, CLASP me to thy heart again. 

As close as in the olden time. 
And tell to me life's joy and pain. 

Mingled into a perfect rhyme. 
While clasped unto thy heart again! 
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What though thy pulse is faint and slow, 
That erstwhile throbbed so quick and strong? 

Thy words are just as sweet, I know, 
And richer cadence fills thy song, 

The while thy pulse is faint and slow. 

What though the passion-fires that burned 
Within thy heart so bright of yore 

Have unto dying embers turned? 
Is it not purer than before — 

Thy heart where passion-fires have burned ? 

What though thy step, once quick and light. 
Has feeble and unsteady grown. 

And wrapped in evening's fading light 
Thy life, o'er which the rainbow shone 

When manhood's step was quick and light?. 

No dimness holds thy sight in thrall ; 

Thy gaze can reach beyond the stars ; 
Thy ears can catch the notes that fall 

From heaven-strung harps through Eden bars : 
'Tis beauty holds thy sight in thrall. 

Shadows, I know, have crossed thy way. 
And saddened tones from Sorrow's lute 

Have mingled with life's gladdened lay. 
Till heart and lips with grief were mute, 

When shadows stretched across thy way. 

May memories bright as summer birds 
Go winging through thy heart once more. 

And on thy lips sweet lover-words 
Tremble as softly as of yore, 

To memories light as summer birds I 
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Thy kisses wake a tenderer thrill, 
And in my heart, like breath of flowers, 

I feel their glowing presence still. 
"Within the poet's fancied bowers, 

I'll dream of thy sweet kissing's thrill. 

0, poet-king I no more my heart 
May drink thy words, as flowers the dew. 

So glorious and so bright thou art. 
To know thee is to worship too, 

Thou poet-king, shrined in my heart! 



APRIL IS COMING. 

TO SOMEBODY. 

April is coming : the snow and sleet 
"Will melt away 'neath her velvet feet. 
And clouds that mantle the sky to-day. 
At her fairy touch will vanish away. 

April is coming, with crystal showers. 
Flashes of sunshine, garlands of flowers, 
Bringing the buds, with a fervent kiss. 
Out from their winter chrysalis. 

April is coming : in gladsome glee 
Over the meadows the lambs will skip. 

And in the garden the humming-bee 
"Will nectar sweet from the blossoms sip. 
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April is coming: 0, maid from the South, 
Press to my cheek thy soft, warm mouth, 
And fragrance shed, from thy balmy wings, 
Down on my heart to a dream that clings I 

April is coming : the earth will smile 
Wherever her fairy foot shall press. 

Waiting for her I feel, the while, 
A joy that lulls to silentness. 

April is coming : I hear the breeze 
Whispering soft to the budding trees — 
Bringing a secret message to me, 
Tenderest love-words, darling, from thee. 

April is coming : I feel the thrill 

Moving my spirit-chords at will — 

Trembling, quivering, still at rest. 

Like moonbeams down on the lakelet's breast. 

April is coming; but why does it bring 
Hope to my bosom, a smile to my brow? 

Why do my spirits grow light as I sing? 
April is coming, and love, so art thou. 



'WHEN SHALL WE STROLL TOGETHER AGAIN?" 

" When shall we stroll together again " ? 
In the shady woodlawn bowers. 
When thou'lt sing me a song, a sweet refrain. 
While I wreathe thy brow with flowers. 
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" When shall we stroll together again V 
When the zephyrs, balmy and sweet, 
Laden with dew for the moon-lit plain, 
Scatter the gems at our feet. 

" When shall we stroll together again ?" 
On a beautiful summer e^e, 
When flowers of thought steal through the brain 
Like garlands that fairies weave. 

" When shall we stroll together again ?" 
When we're done with the ideal, 
And fancy shall plume her pinions in vain, 
When the stroU and the kiss toiU be real. 



'TIS SABBATH EYE. 

'Tis Sabbath eve — ^young Autumn comes again, 
To kiss the life-bloom from the Summer's flowers ; 

The mellow sunlight streameth o'er the plain. 
And lays in gold and shade the woodland bowers. 

My heart to-day has gathered up the past, 
The sorrows and the pleasures it has known : 

It has not been Us own iconoclast— 

0, tell me why it holds a vacant throne ? 

Its withered flowers, I cannot pass them by — 
Ah ! once they held my heart in sweet eclipse ; 

And then I saw their glory fade and die. 
But once again I'll press them to my lips. 
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And here are hopes that come as thick as stars, 
And bright as those that wreathe the brow of night : 

Fain would I bathe them now with burning tears, 
If burning tears would wash away their blight. 

Alas ! why grieve o'er these? They're past recall : 

Mine is an inner and an outer life : 
The outer seems of happiness to all, 

The inner one with human woe is rife. 

But though my heart is ever reaching up, 

And asking when shall I be satisfied, 
At times a sweetened drop falls in my cup, 

A gleam of light steals o'er the darkened tide. 

Thou knowest not how once by chance we met : 
I heard thy name, thy face was strange to me ; 

Cold " prison-bars" had shut thee in, and yet 
'Twas this alone that linked my heart to thee. 

But smooth, soft flattery is not my art : 
I'll only tell how oft I prayed for thee. 

And how the throbs grew lighter of my heart 
And tremulous with joy, when thou wast free. 



MY DREAM. ' 

We met, we kissed — ^'twas but a dream, 
And in my gladness I awoke ; 

The kiss still lingered on my lips, 
My heart still held the words you spoke. 
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Warm as the morning sunburst's glow, 

That opes to flower the budded rose ; 
Soft as the gentle dew that falls 

Upon its leaves at eyening's close. 

So was that tender pledge of love, 

That kiss impressed upon my lips ; 
My heart no other feeling knew, 

So bound it was in love's eclipse. 

0, fervent kiss and words of love, 

Upon my lips and heart that fell, 
I only ask in dream-land bonds 

To feel again your magic spell !. 



"I CANNOT WORK." 

TO MRS. E. C. 

* I CANNOT work," a mother said ; 

And tears came welling to her eyes ; 

And firom her weary looks and sighs 
I knew her thoughts were with her dead. 

So still she sat with folded hands, 
While half a smile crept to her face ; 
But soon a shadow took its place. 

While memory touched life's broken strands. 

A fair, young creature, blithe and gay, 
Who flashed among them like a star, 
(As pure she seemed as angel's prayer,) 

Had faded with the flowers of May. 
10 
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The summer's lengthened hours had brought 
(To her they came and passed so slow) 
No solace for that mother's woe, 

No sweet forgetfulness for thought. 

" I cannot work 1'' A burden now 

Seemed life itself— life's duties more- 
There lay within her heart a sore, 
And deepened lines upon her brow. 

It was the autumn of the year 
When these sad words she spoke to me, 
So freighted with her misery ; 

And since has come the winter drear. 

The flowers all faded long ago ; 
The yiolet and forget-me-not 
No longer guard that sacred spot, 

Covered, alas I with drifted snow. 

The wind sings wildly as it sweeps 
Through leafless branches stretched above, 
Where birds once hymned their notes of love ; 

But Mary Ellen peaceful sleeps. 

The winter drear will soon depart ; 
And when the spring returns again. 
May less of sorrow, less of pain, 

Be found within that mother's heart I 
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ELLOEENE. 

Silent, where the birds are singing, 

Down in yonder valley green, 
Where the winds so softly winging. 
From the violets perfume bringing ; 
In the loveliest spot e'er seen. 
Sleeps my darling, EUorene. 

I had thought my life the fairest, 

When she wandered by my side, 
And she seemed like angel nearest. 
When I dared to call her dearest—' 
Ah, how soon to be my bride, 
EUorene, had she not died ! 

"Ernest, when the Spring, resuming 
Its sweet work, sets roses blooming 

In the coronal of May, 
All the balmy air perfuming, 
I will set our wedding-day/' 
Ere it came she passed away I 

How my lonely heart still misses 
All the words she whispered o'er. 

Sweetest preludes 'twixt our kisses ; 

Freighted not with thrilling blisses. 
Like the days that went before, 
EUorene, the days no more. 
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Ab, the hoars were fair and fleeting 

In that pleasure-haunted time, 
Echo in my heart repeating 
Lover-words that crowned our meeting, 
Wove them in a charming rhyme, 
Broken by a funeral-chime. 

In the valley I've been straying. 
Where my blighted lily sleeps, 
And beside her grave while praying, 
Soft lips, while I heard her saying. 
Seemed upon my forehead laying : 
" Heaven's pathway's not so steep — 
I am with thee, cease to weep I" 

Gladly, where the birds are singing 

Down in yonder valley green, 
Where the winds so softly winging, 
From the violets perfume bringing, 
In the loveliest spot e'er seen, 
I would sleep by EUorene. 



WE SUNG TOGETHER IN MY DREAM. 

We sung together in my dream : 
His voice was deep, and full, and strong ; 

While mine in tenderness did seem 
To melt and mingle with his song. 



"WILL I EVER?" 205 

I've heard in twilights calm and sweet 

The gentle plashing of the oar 
With flute-notes on the waters meet, 

And dreamed I was at heayeh's own door. 

I 'ye heard in midnight's stillness, too, 

The maiden sweep her light guitar ; 
When eyery star, each drop of dew, 

Seemed spell-bound loyer-listeners there. 

But mingling lute and plashing oar. 

And music woke from light guitar. 
Nothing I eyer heard before 

Gould match our song in dream-land fair. 



'*WI1L I EVERr 

. INSCRIBED TO L. C. S. 

Sitting in the twilight lonely, 

Sadly musing on the past ; 
Thinking constant, thinking only. 

Of the time we parted last ; 
Bums this ques&bn through my brain. 
Will I eyer loye again? 

Will the eyes that once seemed beaming 
With loye's soft and tender glow. 

Haunt me eyer in my dreaming, 
That gleamed coldly long ago ? 

Thou who didst so soon forget me, 

Shall I cease not to regret thee ? 
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April, blossom-crowned and smiling, 
Bids my heart turn from the past — 

Would that while the hours beguiling, 
She might play ioonoclast : 

Tear thine image from its shrine, 

Bound which broken hopes still twine I 

Sitting in the twilight lonely, 
Sadly musing on the past ; 

Thinking constantly and only 
Of the time we parted last ; 

Bums this question through my brain. 

Will I ever love again ? 



THE TABLEAUX. 

INSCRIBED TO C. G. WINTERSHITH, ESQ. 

Where God's own hand lays heavily 
Upon his people once so blest. 
List to their cry of wild unrest, 
*' 1 is there not relief for me?" 

Where want is walking, gaunt and grim, 
let the hand of plenty go, 
Till human pleading, faint and low. 

Is changed to a triumphal hymn I 

Scatter from out thy well-filled store 
O'er Alabama's barren breast, 
Until they whisper, " Here we rest," 

And hunger's moan is heard no more. 
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Think not e'en then to stop thy ears 

Unto the Southland's piteous cry : 

" Kentucky, wilt thou let us die, 
Nor heed the orphans' — ^widows' tears?" 

Friend, not in vain shall thy appeal 

Fall on the ear, but to the heart 

A thrill of sympathy impart ; 
And prayer and love each gifl shall seal. 

I hear a rush from hill and vale : 
They come with raiment and with bread ; 
And comfort soon its light shall shed 

In homes made dark by suffering's tale. 

Kentucky's sons are good and true, 

Famine must flee before their hands ; / 

And many hearts in Southern lands 
Will bless Kentucky's daughters too. 



IN THE AUTUMN. 

' RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO DR. B. R. TOVNO, OF ELIZABETH- 
TOWN, KENTUCKY. 

I 'ye looked into my heart to-day. 

And find no shadows hoYcring there ; 
AboYO me bends « cloudless sky, 

And brightness reigneth CYerywhere. 
I know the flowers are dying all, 

I see no more the roses blush, 
And Yerdant leaYCs the summer brought 

Glow with " autumnal hectic " flush. 
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I hear no more the robin's song, 

The plaintiye doye, the cheerful thrush ; 
But, resting on the woodland now, 

How sweet to me the solemn hush! 
The leaves will soon be brown and sere 

'Neath autumn's chilling, frosty tread ; 
In other days how oft I've wept, 

And now I smile o'er blossoms dead ! 

Why should I care ? for I have seen 
Their bloom and blighting oftentimes ; 

Wooed by the spring, they'll come again, 
And twine themselves among my rhymes. 

Why should I care ? the ripened grain 

- Is threshed and safely garnered up ; 

And purple grapes, dipped from tiie vine, 
Will yield us many a sparkling cup. 

I've mused upon thy words and tried 

To wean my heart from gloomy dreams — 
To lead it where the sunshine plays ' 

In golden shera o'er rippling streams. 
I do not watch for waves of care 

'Neath every passing cloud to rise ; 
But fancy in each fleecy fold 

A message sent me from the skies. 

I've mused upon thy words each day, 
IIow life grows dull at eventide, 

IIow loneliness steals on the heart, 

As wrecks of hopes drift down the tide. 
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Ah I I would have thy waning years 

Bright as October sunsets are, 
When clouds that linger in the west 

Only enhance the beauty there. 

Have flowers for thee their sweetness lost, 

Since one pure lily, 'neath the soil, 
Went out an angel from the earth 

To blossom in the smile of God ? 
childish love and innocence I 

More like to heaven than aught below I 
Temptations, sorrows mark life's way, 

Who knows but hers led on to woe I 

'Tis sad to tread the path alone, 

Musing on early broken ties. 
Longing with mortal sight to gaze 

On fadeless scenes of paradise ; 
Striying to grasp with earth-bound thought 

The mystery of the glassy sea. 
To measure with a finite mind 

The heights of immortality. 

Enough for us to feel within 

That death, which shuts them from our sight. 
Is but the link between two lives, 

As comes 'twixt each two days the night. 
Ah I is it not enough to know 

Kedemption's river floweth free. 
And boundless the Creator's love 

As circle of eternity ! 
10* 
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THE OLD YEAR AND THE NEW. 

What freight is borne on the Old Year's breast, 

As it dtownless, scepterless sinks to rest ? 

There are smouldering ashes of hopes consumed, 

And withered flowers that brightly bloomed ; 

Tones remembered, that never again 

Will thrill the soul like .^lian strain. 

There are graves where loved and lost ones lie — 

Hearts that from dreaming were waked with a sigh ; 

Fountains drunk by the desert sand ; 

Ties that were broken strand by strand ; 

Days that dawned all sunny and bright, 

Wrapped in the hush and gloom of night ; 

Hearts that were linked by love's bright chain, 

Severed by fate, and sore with pain, 

That tired grew of the throb of life, 

And sought in death a balm for its strife. 

Pale, mute lips we may kiss no more. 

Bosoms with white hands folded o'er — 

Pulseless, passionless, cold in death — 

Blighted flowers in affection's wreath. 

There are purposes high witii pledges sealed. 

But strong temptation bade them yield ; 

Good intent o'erruled by ill. 

And judgment sound that bowed to will. 

There are silent harps on willows hung, 

Songs that will never again be sung. 
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Pilgrims burdened, weary and faint, 

With none to heed their sad complaint, 

Slowly they strayed in the tempter's track, 

No hand of kindness led them back. 

Drifted on that retumless wave, 

Poor wrecks that none e'er sought to save — 

Stars, that sunk 'mid the tempest's roar . 

In darkness, to arise no more. 

But Old Year, rest on thy folded wings. 

While I turn to see what the New One brings : 

There are shadows grim for many a brow. 

Where smiles are softly playing now ; 

And desolate paths for weary feet, 

Marked by the tempest, scorched by the heat. 

There are shrines where human hearts will kneel. 

To be waked by woe from their dream of weal — 

Where Bacchus holds the tempting wine^ 

And Circe wooes where false lights shine ; 

Where Mammon shows his gilded dust. 

And bids us in the bubble trust ; 

Where Cupid smiles in his fairy bower, 

And hiding the thorn, displays the flower. 

There are buds of hope in the soul to spring, 

To be crushed by despair ere blossoming ; 

Roses to fade in the bower of love, 

Hearts to moan like the lonely dove ; 

Spirits to join in a choral chime. 

To end, alas I in a broken rhyme. 

There are honors to win, and laurels to wear. 

Errors to shun, and trials to bear ; 

Hearts that through wrong will contend for the right. 

Stars to illumine the darkness of night ; 
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Sins to forsake, and duties to do ; 
Pleasures awaiting the good and the true ; 
Burdens and sorrows to meet and to share, . 
That vanish away 'neath the breath of prayer ; 
And when the last sun of the year shall set, 
May it leave in thy bosom no painful regret I 



BACKWARD GLANCES. 

0, GLORIOUS day I how bright the gleam 

Of sunshine stealing through the door I 
Half wrapt in a delicious dream, 

I tread the path of childhood o V. 
Those joyous hours come gliding back 

That found me sinless, innocent, 
Hiding the rough and beaten track, 

Hushing the sigh of discontent. 

Upon that lovely orchard height 

Where, when a child, I used to play — 
Ah I would the blossoms seem as bright 

If I should wander there to-day ? 
And would the sky still seem so low 

That I, at eventide, could hear 
The choral music's liquid flow. 

From seraph harps in yonder sphere? 

I fancied that I heard it oft. 
At many a quiet sunset hour ; 

Sinking into my heart so soft, 
Like perfume nestling in a flower. 
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I hear, again the busy hum 

Of bees, adown the garden walk: 
Brothers and sisters round me comO; 

Of all our childish sports to talk. 

I see the woodland, where we strayed 

To gather earliest flowers of spring : 
The rolling meadow where we played — 

Ah, me 1 I was a happy thing. 
And here's the school-house on the hill, 

Where we our simple lessons learned ; 
The crystal spring, whose flowing rill 

Our mimic mills so briskly turned. 

How often here I bathed my brow. 

At busy noon and sober eve, 
While dreamy pictures of the now 

My childish fancy oft would weave ; 
Forming the woof of golden threads. 

With rainbow colors interwove. 
Gorgeous as when the sunset sheds 

O'er ocean's breast its smile of love ! 

I stand beside the grape-vine swing — 

This was our haunt at eventide — 
Time brought no burden on its wing : 

My brother, then, was by my side; 
My brother, yes, my brother still ; 

How lonely was the path we trod. 
Our hearts no more felt pleasure's thrill, 

When thou wast given back to God I 
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The darkened pall of grief was hung 
Within our hearts, around our hearth ; 

Unshed were the songs we oil had sung, 
And dreariness crept o'er the earth. 

The wine of pleasure, sparkling bright, 
That brimmed life's chalice oft before, 

Was dashed from my young lips that night, 
, And I may taste it nevermore I 

To me the stillness in the air. 

The weary drooping of the flower, 
The mournful trembling of the star. 

The shadowed moonlight in the bower. 
The muffled murmur of the stream, 

The sobbing of the autumn rain, 
All whispered. Life's a mocking dream. 

Its hopes delusive, pleasures vain. 

Time's hand our sorrow slowly soothed. 

Woe's furrow through the heart half healed, 
The lonely, desert pathway smoothed. 

The heart's deep fountain calmed and sealed. 
Yet, when the autumn crowns the year 

With ripened grain and fading leaf. 
There comes a sigh, and falls a tear. 

In memory of that early grief. 
But all too sad my theme has grown, 

Akin to bliss at first, that seemed, 
And I will hush the mournful tone 

That stole upon me as I dreamed. 
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Lady, no humble words of mine 
Can tell the magic that is wrought 

Upon my heart, when hand of thine 
Traces in lines thy wondrous thought. 

Whether it be an autumn wail 
Above a crisped and withered flower, 

Or echoes of a lover's tale 
Caught from a summer-haunted bower, 

Or requiem o'er a brow grown pale. 
It has the same sweet, witching power. 

But there were years — dark years to me — 
When I no more could list thy song, 

That brought their weight of woe to thee. 
And tried thy heart so true and strong. 

Silent and broken harps are hung 
In many Southland homes I know. 

And hearts that loved and lips that sung 
Are sleeping where bright blossoms blow: 

I ask it with a faltering tongue. 
Did any from thy household go? 

I would not with this question wake 
A painful chord within thy heart 

To trembling, but for the sweet sake 
Of bearing thy deep grief in part. 
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Lady, I feel no words of mine 
Are worthy for thine ejea to trace ; 

But I would ask that heart of thine, 
Give me a thought, a prayer, a place ! 

When human changes to divine, 
Then may I meet thee face to face ! 



I MET THEE IN A DBEAM. 

INSCRIBED TO A. H. H. 

On a lovely isle I met thee, 
In the far-off land of dreams, 

And "hand in hand" we wandered 
'Mid bright pellucid streams ; 

Where the wildest, richest music. 

Came up from every wave, 
As it rolled in crystal ripples. 

The golden shore to lave. 

The cdr was filled with odors. 
Caught from the rarest flowers, 

And beautiful cantatas 
Bung out from sylvan bowers. 

Forms of unearthly beauty. 

Clad in the purest white. 
Were borne up by the zephyrs 

On wings that gleamed with light. 
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As they sped on snowy pinions, 

Each swept a golden lyre, 
And the zephyrs caught the echo, 

And swelled the strain still higher. 

As we listened to that music, 

Such as earth may never hear, 
A4ovely cherub floated by, 

Then paused, and hovered near. 

It seemed elate with happiness, 

And as it sweetly smiled, 
Drew near and fondly kissed thee — 

It was thy angel-child. 

Pressed closely to thy bosom 

Was thy darling baby-boy. 
And thy face beamed like an angel's. 

Lit up with heavenly joy. 

Again, again he kissed thee, 

Then joined the cherub-band ; 
And as he floated by us. 

He waved his tiny hand. 

And thus the vision left me 

Entranced with fond delight. 
And in my heart still lingers 

Its soft and hallowed light. 
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I WOULD I WJIRE IN HEAVEN! 

There is a woe for every joy, 

Each pleasure hath its own alloy ; 

And though the earth at times seems bright, 

There is a shade for every light. 

And when to us things seem most dear, 

Some pending evil's drawing near: 

The brightest joys the soonest flee. 

earth, 'tis vain to cling to thee I 
My h^art is weary of thy woe ; 
No longer would I dwell below : 

I would I were in heaven! 

For every smile there is a tear, 
For every hope a secret fear ; 
For every hour that's blissful spent. 
There is an hour of discontent: 
The giant tree, the gorgeous flower, 
Must sink beneath time's withering power. 
And every form that lives by breath 
Must meet the cold embrace of death, 
And in the silent tomb be laid. 

1 would not stay where all must fade: 

I would I were in heaven 1 

Thsre is a never-changing clime 
That ne'er will feel the blight of time, 
Where hearts can feel naught else but joy — 
No sorrow there their bliss to cloy. 
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No flower is there of beauty shorn, 
No loyed one from the bosom torn ; 
There hope is lost in fall delight, 
And every fear is put to flight ; 
In that bright Eden-land above 
The soul is filled with perfect love : 
I would I were in heaven ! 

There angel-harpers ever play, 

A million lyres repeat the lay : 

That world is bathed in purest light 

That ne'er gives place to shades of night : 

There saints with their Kedeemer dwell, 

And cherub-throngs his praises swell : 

There happiness and joy shall be 

As lasting as eternity. 

Then would I leave this world of woe ; 

My soul's exultant now to go : 

I would I were in heaven I 
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In some far-off isle, on the ocean's breast, 
I would that thy weary soul could rest ; 
Where crystal waves should lave the shore. 
And sing their requiem o'er and o'er. 

And this isle should throw a radiant light 
On the waves so green and foam so white. 
Till waves should vie with the rainbow's hue, 
And foam with white clouds in other blue. 
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And this isle should yield the richest flowers, 
To shed perfume in its sjlyan bowers ; 
And birds of sweetest melody 
Should sing .^lian strains for thee. 

And naught should disturb thee on this isle, 
Sweet poet-thoughts should thy hours beguile ; 
Like those that gush from thy tuneful soul, 
And bind my heart with a sweet controL 

Should thy heart grow tired of its island-home, 
From the glory-land may a convoy come. 
And bear thee away to the home of the blest, 
Where thy weary soul shall find its rest ; 

Where thou shalt awaken a golden lyre, 
And blend its strains with the seraph-choir ; 
Where thou shalt wander 'mid &deless flowers, 
Or wing thy flight through angel-bowers ! 



LINES. 



Whilb wrapt in peaceful sleep last night, 
A beautiful form, on wings of light. 
Came down from the spirit-world above, 
And breathed to me a tale of love. 

' I come, I come from a blissful sphere. 
To keep my loving vigil here ; 
To me, 'tis joy and happiness 
Thy form to guard, thy dreams to bless. 
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" I paint thee glorious visions bright, 
And gild each dream with heayenly light ; 
I breathe a lay thy heart to thrill, 
And its troubled waves I gently still, 

" I brush from thy soul each drop of woe, 
And light its depths with a sunset-glow ; 
I 'whisper bright rosy thoughts' to thee, 
That often win a smile for me." 

As that beautiful form still hovered near, 
A strain from its harp fell on my ear, 
(A strain so sweet I can ne'er forget — 
In my heart the notes are echoing yet.) 

Then saying, " I'll come at the close of day," 
It spread its pinions and soared away : 
'T was enough to know that the angel came ; 
And I did not dare to ask its name. 
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